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Dear ſpirit of ee 
From where thou haſt choſen as pure celeſtial 


dwelling, deſcend ! 
From thee, bright form of i innocence, | | 
Fly the brutal ſhadows that darkea the boſom of man. 


Thine are the grand, the energetic, the inviſible ;. . 
Vide Page 89. 


Thou art the ſoul of the world ! 


JJ D O N.: 
© PRINTED rox G. 6. AND J. ROBINSON, 
| PATER-NOSTER ROW, | 
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To be, or not to be, that is the queſtion,” 


WHEN Shakeſpeare wrote this 
line, he had loſt ſight of congregated 
Nature; fince, to exiſt, or not to 
exiſt, can never be a queſtion from 
exiſting ſubſtance, 1 


Was Henry, or was not Henry, 
may be a queſtion to which, if the 
following ſheets find approbation, I 
may give, in future, the beſt anſwer 
I am capable of. If rejected by the 


few I value, my work is done. I 
love Fame, though I have only heard 
her whiſpers; am ſenfible ſhe incites 
towards the wonderful, the great 
and good; and that Authors, who 

„„ 9. nh affect 


: 

: 

4 
"1 
if 
N 
[ 
'N 
Z 
| 
: 
19 
* 


i PREFACE, 


affect to deſpiſe her, are cowards, 


- - Infincere, and guilty of profanation; 


yet there is vaſt difference in being 
her lover and her flave. For me, I 
confefs myſelf not deaf to, nor indes 
pendent of the voice of the world, 

except in thoſe enraptured moments 
when bewitching Fancy renders me in- 
ſenſible to the real dependencies of life, 
In poeſy, I am her ſlave; in proſe, 1 
wiſh her to be mine. In private for. 


row, the has, through a gloomy paſ- 


ſage of twenty years, proved my 
_ enchanting, friend. None may con- 


demn me; Nature herſelf drew delu- 


ſion in the deſart where I was beloved 
by Fancy, before IT was alive to 
Fame, and taſted more delight than 


1 have fince found in the midſt of 


proud ſociety, where favour falls 

heavily on the heart from the hand of 

Arrogance. - 
Readers, 


PREFACE. | 111 


\{Ronters;: who are not wearied with 


the - peruſal of theſe volumes, will 


wiſh Henry had led them a little fur- 
ther. To thoſe kind ſpirits, I would 
plead the ſhortneſs of life and the 
abruptneſs with which it often ends. 
The pauſe Henry makes in the Ms. 
is not that of death, but ſudden ill- 
neſs, and I took the ad vantage. One 
of my motives for publiſhing the 
work unfiniſhed, is, that the world 
may ſpeak of me as I am, whilſt I 
have power to hear. The clouds that 
hang over my fortunes intervene be- 


tween me and the Public. I inceſ-. © 


ſantly ſtruggle to diſſipate them, feel 
thoſe ſtruggles vain, and ſhall drop 
in the effort This conſolation I ſhall, 
however, bear with me to the verge 
of life, that to thoſe who have guided 
me by the ſacred and lambent flame | 


I . of 


Wp W PREFACE. 
of friendſhip, my memory. will be 
| dear, and that whilſt Malice feebly 
1 breathes, Truth will boldly pronounce, 
ee ANN YEARSGLEY. 
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dated from the Caſtle—at Night, 


3 ORN from the viſions hope had 
been flattering me with, I was plung- 
ed into this dreary abode. In the 


fourth room on my left, I ſaw by the | 
glimmering of a lamp the Marquis 
D. He was reading; dejec · 
tion had robbed his eyes of their 
brilliancy, his features were fixed by 
deſpair I pauſed One of the guards, 
I thought, looked ſorrowfully at the 


Marquis, Who raiſing his eyes to- 


wards Heaven, exclaimed, © O mer- 


« ciful God! how long muſt I bear 


" this thirſt? A ſigh broke from my. 
boſom, but it availed not my friend, 
1 was conducted to my cell, and left 
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in awful ſilence to gloomy medita- 
tion; yet pity, heavenly pity! had 
touched the ſtrongeſt fibre of my. 
heart, and I forgot for ſome moments 
I came here to die. After a night 
of wearineſs I aroſe; the ſun had not 
gilded the grates of my priſon, nor 
had the lark indulged her firſt rapture, 
when the groan of anguiſh left the 

burthened heart of ſome one near 
me -I liſtened—filence enſued, and 

after an interval of near ten minutes 
heard a door unlock — It was the door 


of the Marquis. 


Deadly draught ! Bitter Bitter 
& to an extreme!” were his words. 
I felt agony not to be expreſſed, grew 
wild with horror, and knocked loud- 
ly on the inſide of the door of 
my priſon. It was opened by a ſoldier, 
in whoſe countenance were diſcerni- 

A . ble 
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ble the tumultuous traits of unfiniſh- 
"= N +9] 


74 What would you have, Sir ?—— 
6e ſpeak quickly the Commandant 
would reprove me did he know I 
*“ obey unneceſſary curioſity— 

& Surely thou couldſt not do it; 
% (ſaid I looking at him with amaze- 
6c] ment—) if he is not o dead, 4 ag. 
«© mit me to ſee him 
% Whom would you ſee d 
& 5 ee in 4 Fourth 
cc room.“ 5 
He muſt. die, Sir. Nine PR 4 
* have elapſed fince the lettre of 
« death arrived. He muſt drink— 
„ Poiſon??? (interrupting him.) 
Ves, Sir; the Wait jt of 8. | 
* —he will feel little pain.“ 
„ How long has he been impri- 
1 ſoned „ ous to 
1 B 2 « He 


4 THE ROYAL' CAPTIVES; 
„He was here before I came— ' 


& I know not his offence - we only 
tc attend to guard-hours; priſoners 
«f muſt” not converſe. with us, nor 
ce. dare we make enquiries; if we 
e did, we could do no good, for 
& our on lives ar & not worth much 


here.“ 1 7 


66.0 Heaven! (Lexclaimed, ) is it 


c poſſible thoſe who boaſt the name of 


« chriſtian ſhould thus revel in cruel- 
e ty Lead me to the Marquis. 


The foldier ſeemed irreſolute; I. 


llipped a purſe into his hand; he was 
*conquered and left me near the bed 
of my friend; ſlumber, innocent as 


that of infancy was gathering on his 
face, he = his heavy "_ Ne 
mine. e 5 


* From whence are ; you come?" 
- 5 Ab, 
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„ Ah, my dear NA Wet 00 
, not know me 
„Is it, can it be ak Shah W 
e Yes, it is that unfortunate vic- 
« rim defgning Wenne 
And come you hete to ſeek a 
. graveꝰ „ gafftrg v 
My dear Marquis, Rings will 
« be obeyed; how long have * 
<< lingered here? | 
&<. You: may. remember the night 
« when I attempted your reſcue, I 
<< found you noble, and without the 
c tedious enquiriesof who or what you 


4 were, diſintereſtedly loved you, our 


«© intimacy was of ſhort continuance, 
J embarked for France the next 
& morning, nor had 1 time to tell 
you my real name and quality my 


e breath grows ſhort I long to fleep- 


take thoſe papers, conceal them, 
do not forget me I had a ſiſter.” 
B 3 | He- 
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He became lethargic; as he named 
his ſiſter, I attempted at firſt to rouze 
him. Heavy ſleep rendered him mo- 
tionleſs, and 1 began to think my 
effort cruel, when the ſoldier who 
had liſtened at the entrance of a long 
and gloomy paſſage returned; pru- 
dence whiſpering the danger of his 
ſeeing the papers of my friend, I con- 
cealed them in my boſom and * 
ried to 7 . 5 A 

IT en 1 119 ti gg 
Wherefote -are we 8 or 
why are the votaries of virtue not 
more numerous in the world? my 
friend, my lamented friend, was one 
of her ſingular adorers, he lived be- 
loved, he dies neglected! Give me 
juſt Heaven the opportunity of aveng- 
ing his fate, and take me to thy 
mercy! thus I feebly exclaimed, with- 
ee bol 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 7 
out reflecting that the doors of li- 
berty were for ever cloſed on me! 


Throwing myſelf down, I endea- 
voured to collect my ſcattered ideas, 
and to reconcile my mind to the 
aſſemblage of mournful circumſtances 
in which I found myſelf ſuddenly en- 
veloped. Sullen are the rigid precepts 
of proud philoſophy !- we praCtice 
appearances, we are ſtubborn in eon- 
cealing our richeſt emotions, we aſ- 
ſume above the vulgar, and we even 
bear with us to the grave the treaſures 
of the ſoul! yet, nature freezes at 
diſſolution, man is leaſt trained in de- 
ception when he owns himſelf un- 
willing to undergo the great change 
— During the hour of ſleep, fancy, 
in broken lineaments, brought the 
Marquis to my view, yielding to the 
. power 
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power of death—Had not its terrors 
made fick my yielding ſpirit ? 


1 Awakened by ſome voices near me, 
1 opened my eyes on two of the 
an, des. Sardeher. 


. 


. Tanks me . mth der * 
- faid. the latter, * I will confeſs him. 
„ Should his love of truth throw a 
< light on the combinations f 
France; 1 have orders for ſome 
K ge indulgence from the King.” 
Vive le Roi!” replied the ande, 
1 bee retired. 
% God be with us my Fra x ſaid 
the good father. 
„ Eternally ! reverend monk.” 9 
tit, 
; £ I honour. my Kiog, love my 
„ country, 89% never conceal the 
„ emotions 


53 
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« emotions of my ſoul from my miſ- 
6 treſs or my friend. | 
% Know you that you are Jncooſet 
&« of conſpiring againſt monarchy, 
ec of aſſociating with the enemies of 
« the King, and of concealing me- 
6“ morials which immediately. con- 
te ern the ſtate? ?:! oth 
c Leave me to my fate! I cried. 
e Raſh and ill adviſed youth f re- 
cc flect on the value of exiſtence, 
. Lure not wantonly with the PoWer: 


La 


40 That power, Holy Father, now 
« whiſpers here; I have- given thee » 
*« the energies: of natures pervert . them 
c wot “in pronouncing theſe words 
laid my handen my heart, and 
Heaven is my witnels it beat firmly 
in uniſon ; the. Condelier pauſed 1 
thought ue eg eg an. n 
al his miſſionn n 


i | TR: 5: e The 
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„ The King will bleſs thy youth 
e with luxury, and thy age with ho- 
, our, ſo chou but Row "oy . to 
ige ei © 
t Bid a1 baniſh his miners,” 2 
“ Irreverend and diſloyal! “ 
e Deceived old mn)! 
4 Thou wilt OO n torture.” 


e {06 I expect it.“ En it en PF 34 
00, Wilt: thou: not reveal thy 


„ i 


Nes, thaw my We e 
«© hold. Thou wilt find their im- 
«, ann es 12 50 Ta, 

The Gontelien: looked full i in mp 
"eh his eyes met mine, and I fan- 
cied a languid ſmile; ſtealing acroſy 
his features; but as he held his cloaK 
over his mouth I could net diſcern, : 
nor was it of moment toe 5. * 


„ 450 he was animated. 57 
» 4 . 


A 


<2" 


of them, E JEEP. 
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But I ſoon bluſhed at the recollec- 
tion of my rough. manner, conclud-, 


ed it unworthy his reſigned and facred 


character, and began a more gentle 


apology when he abruptly withdrew. 
— My laſt moment ſeemed now to 


approach I pondered ' ſeriouſly on 
death, my anxious, my curious ſout 
could pierce no further, I was inca- 
pable of wiſhing for immortality. Love 
drew me back to the world, while I 


vainly ſtruggled to look forward to 


the grave. Loſt in meditating on 
life's broken proſpe&s, I ſtood with 
folded arms leaning againſt the wall, 
when my door was haſtily unlocked, 
the guards entered, and I prepared 
to follow them to the nn of exe · 


cution. 


11 Mom dab are !” aid one 
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Trifle not with wa feelings, 
N Jead-an,:;-;--:: 

The holy Cordelier bas e 
« you the freedom of the caſtle, but 
0 you mut not go the court gate.” 


| They 3 and lef me aſtoniſh- 
ed ; here bas comfort taken one ſtep 
for me, ſaid I to myſelf, who knows 
but the may take another. 
Each moment brings event, and on mankind 
Unboſoms her deep ſtore of bliſs or Coo. 
- Year follows year ſo ſtrongly drawn by fate, 
We barely view them ere they hurry on 
Beyond: our ken of ſoul.— 


1— 1 flow to the door of 
the Marquis, and liſtening, heard 
him breathe Joy revifited my bo- 
ſom: love and gratitude aroſe for the 
Cordelier, and hope began bufily to 
combine her images within my late 


— mind. Hope! thou dear, 
| 8 deluſive 


4 
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deluſive power | how frequently doſt 
thou charm and deceive, yet how 
eagerly art thou indulged by poor 
humanity! I now ranged through 
the aweful paſſages of this tremendous 
priſon, my ears were ſaluted by va- 


ried ſounds,” but moſtly by ſounds of 


ſorrow—the Marquis ſtill breathed i in 
1 work enn r Fo, 

| After 10 aihleced back: to my 
ſolitary cell, I cautiouſly took one of 
his unſealed papers from my boſom: 
it was a letter addreſſed to the Duke 
of B*#*#*# from my late guardian the 
Count de Marſan, a n of 
* ran thus K. 


ec e intriguing enemy, le 

6 Chancellor de Tellier, not con- 

4 tented with perſecuting you and 

2 1 unfortunate Henry, has con- 

Aer Ferri 
7g 
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« trived to render many of the no- 
ce bleſſe ſuſpected. Three were ac- 
* cordingly arreſted yeſterday- re- 
© main where you are.“ Here were 
names mentioned which were moſt 
dear to me; but when the letter was 
written, or how it was to reach the 
Duke of B =I could not learn: 
ideas of paſt happineſs now crowded 
on my memory, my imagination 
grew. fervent, and the bars of my 
priſon ſeemed to re , 1 my 
« never ſee e more! Where: 
& art thou, my long loved Emily? 
c Juſt heaven! for what myſterious 
« purpoſe am TI preſerved!”—The 
hapleſs Marquis was not in a arte for 
interrogation, all was a chaos within 
me, till burthened with wild and im- 
probable enger 1 e to 
| * A Ser ; 


. 


Dawn 


5 * 
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Dawn no ſooner appeared, than the 
diſmal clanking of chains proclaimed 
the upriſing of the gloomy inhabi- 
tants of the caſtle. I again waited at 
the door of the Marquis, in hope of 
hearing him breathe, I heard him 
not ; the hour of the morning was 
yet but early, and I endeavoured to 
conſole myſelf. Not knowing a ſpot 
within theſe walls that could afford 
me happineſs, I was returning to my 
wretched apartment, when I met the 
ſoldier in the paſſage who had yeſter- 
day adminiftered to the thirſt of my 
friend. He held a cup full of a pale 
liquor, which ſeemed to congeal as 
he ſtood with its own: ſomniferous 
an £5049 | 


I To : 2 
2 1 


42 Does hs e Marquis live 5 


;3 


007 Ke 7 Ha and hits called for 
© more drink. My painful taſk was 
„ yeſterday 
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«yeſterday but half finiſhed, and in 
„ chis draught lies fleep eternal 


et, 80 co him, Monſieur, per- 


533 
. 


. + ſuade him to put off the laſt hour 


% by refraining; #1 when. he drinks 
F6 50 n * | 

euere of my Schon 1 ar 
ſeized the arm of the. ſoldier, ſtared 
him wildly in the face, and ſaw. his 
_ 1 in en 1 eee 

40. an eerst it is not en uns. 
« | nary Malnor would deſtroy” the 


% Marquis“ Deeply do I violate 


'; "hap, 11 


& ] refuſe this execrable. office, I: 


e muſt expire on the rack; nor- 


ce all here, who are ſuppoſed to be 


4. on 8 n 8 the ſtate, are, from 
e Ag | © neceſſity. 
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« neceſſity, executioners. Go, re- 


4 queſt him not to drink and yet 


«6 if he ſhould refuſe, the little rem- 
« nant of his life will be miſerable— 
“He muſt never drink more.” 
„ Tis too much,” ſaid I eagerly, 
and from ſudden impulſe W Gb 
eur on the earth. 729 
*© What have you dong my 1 
60 is gone!“ 
Brought to en 1 1 chad 
with tumultuous and varied emotion. 
_ «©, Give him water that he may xe» 
AI muſt give bim nothing -I have 
© nothing to give, each victim is 
< allowed but two draughts of povſt 
© The Commandant dials: it out: 1 
&« can procure no more.“ 5 
Say thou haft given it him.“ 
7 CC And how will that ſerve * 5 
40 Say he is dead.“ | 
% How bury him 2” 


3 


I was 
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I éwas foiled. —The poor foldier 

ll now appeared as one condemned by 
[f | me; yet I ſecretly. exulted in the 
| af effort of ſaving my beloved friend. — 

| After looking with diſtraction for 
ll ſome moments at each other, I recol- 
_ lected myſelf ſo far as to defire him to 
1 be ſecret; again gave him gold, and 
| he left me with a ſigh that indicated 


more reſignation than remorſe. In- 
, ſtead of going to the Marquis, I 
== ſtaggered to my cell. Terror, amaze- 
| ment, and pity conſpired to raiſe an 

1 anarchy. in my boſom Where, at 
ſuch a moment, could my ſpirit find 
reſource? I kneeled and implored 
the Ruler of the world. Loft in fer- 
vor, I was found by the generous 
Cordelier. 4 


= —— —— ae es ee ENS 
4 * * 


& May the Creator hear thee !” 
was his ſalutation. 


* 


HE R 15 I aroſe 
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I aroſe and accoſted him with the 
pureſt affection; his venerable beard 
concealed half his face, his cowl ob- 
ſcured his eyes, yet I heard his lan- 
guage with fade nt e 
hi.” 0, my iber gave ay friend, 
« He who reſcued me from death 
© lies in yonder cell, doomed, in'a 
ce few. hours, to tremble in its laſt 
« agonies Where ſhall I loſe my 
cc memory, Cordelier? exiſtence is 
ds Manat es burthen'! 5 | 


My wild ravings ches thi Cor. 
delier. He reproved me gently,” led 
my imagina ion through rhe univerſe, 
and diſpaſſionately proved that Nature 
being eternally. at work, ſhe muſt _ 
deſtroy equally as ſhe renews ; add- 
ing, „I know not thy friend Who⸗- 
ever he is, wilt thou for his ſake 
ce give 
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4 give up the ſecret reformers of the 
ee astiun ? 

% No. I know no e the 
ec /few friends I have are noble.” 

© Then he muſt die.“ 

« Die! unfeeling wretch! how 
*.dareſt-thou, how dare thy King 
« ſport ſo eaſily with the life of man? 
Is chis thy piety?“ ; 

Be calm, my ſon ; ungoverned 


ec paſſion makes virtue | unamiable, 


% and if thy ſtubbornneſs is to bee a 
« virtue, preſerve it in the inmoft 
«& receſſes of thy ſoul, but ſuffer it 


«© not to dwindle into childiſh impa- 


e tience, Which "_— never * 
00 mankind nor thee, Wok 


* 


ö > | Geravge fn of deen e 1 
1 bluſhed, my confuſion owned the 
Cordelier juſt, veneration reſumed its 


_ and 1 mournfully expoſtulsted, 
Kon Ah, 


3 
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«* Ah, my father! to ſuffer my diſ. 
cc traction, you muſt be aequainted 
« with the mind of the any! . 
« quis D # #,” 

«© The Marquis D* * A ad 
you? © where? O! where is he?“ 
In the fourth cell on the left.” 

Art thou in this nn habi- 
« tation: as; | 


; Nee bing was cds I cavght 
| N him in 4n' * ne 


0 0 my brother!“ ſaid he, with 
a heavy ſigh, as I placed him on a2 
low bench, is it poſſible after the 
* troubles: we have known I muſt N 
c meet thee here !” 


= Ehaſtily informed bim of the ſtate 
1 | of his brother. And found him equal- 
lvy a ſtranger with myſelf. to the cauſe 

TO of 
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of his impriſonment. In few words, 
the Cordelier informed me, that had 
I been more flexible to his political 
ſolicitations, I ſhould have been an 


oe of his ON! 1 


« ] olfeine here in Werden . | 
| poſes, confeſſing thoſe who are to 
« die, in ſome future hour you will 
% know me better lead me to my 
* brother! I conducted him for- 
ward; to the guards he announced 
the holy power of the church they 
withdrew—and we found the Marquis 
in a heavy ſleep. The Cordelier fell 
on his neck, the big tears dropped on 
the face of the unreſiſting fleeper, 
who once raiſed his eyes, met thoſe 
of his brother and fell back from the 
fraternal embrace. Lethargy hung 
on his ſenſes: we could not rouze 


mw 


c 


Lay 


bir, be looked around, rolling his 


eyes 
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eyes with a vacant glare. It was now 

the hour when the Commandant of 
the caſtle came to viſit the victims 
who were ſoon to die: He approach 
ed, attended by the dejected Malnor. 


PFinely ſhaped, caſy of deportment, 
and careleſsly polite, diſplaying a 
gold ſnuff-box in his hand, he direct- 
ed his enquiries to Malnor, 


«© The gentleman is not quite 
ye gone, you ſay, Malnor ?—Corde- 
6 lier, I ſuppoſe you have pad 
« him?” ; 

« His hands are cold—but his 
« temples are yet warm.“ 

«© Well; let him lie undiſturbed.” 


At the concluſion of this ſpeech, 
the fellow took ſnuff with as much 
eaſe as s he would have performed the 

| ſame 
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ſame action at an opera; I ſtood ſilently 
enraged. Happily the Cordelier's face 
was concealed, as he was kneeling at 
the ſide of the bed holding his fore- 
head with both hands; white his tears 
and fighs were miſtaken by the gay 
Commandant for devotion. Sangui- 
nary power! by what infernal ap- 
N pellation art thou adorned who catift 
inure the heart to cruelty! Habit had 
frozen the feelings of this wretch; ; 
who after congratulating Malnor, on 
the little alteration produced by the 
dravght in the placid countenantt of 
the Marquis, gave orders for his inter- 
ment at the midnight ſucceeding his 

departure, in the private burial 


ground. 


_—_ 

85 
e . 
F # 


' Malnor, _ who Was conſcious f of 
having but half compleated the work 
of death, trembled at the order, bow- 

28 5 4 
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ed, but made no reply to the obdu- 
rate Superior ; who by chance looked 
at me, expreſſed himſelf happy on 
ſeeing me at the Caſtle, and retired, 
(finging an air of Voitures,) to viſit 
other victims who were under con- 
E 4 ths 


< Riſe 10 R fruitleſs are 
10 hy tears! heavy b ane#t2, 6 
8 ener rates 2 ſj pirit.” ; 


A 


bd heeding me, the Cordelier 
gazed with agony on the Marquis, 
then' turning to Malnor, e arti- 
eulated— | 


Tr 's 


„ Haſt chow” A brother * 


1 he abrupt Wette diſcompole 
| Maliide=Lſyriparky ſhone in the tear 

be endeavoured to hide, 
VOL, I. C I have 
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„ have a fiſter and an aged fa- 


ec ther,” replied he, who. bewail 
% my loſs, while I am confined here 
c under an accuſation'of- which I am 
c guiltleſs; the Governor has thought 
'© proper to prolong my life, for the 


e purpoſe of adminiſtering the fatal 


c potion to thoſe who are the vice 

* tims of the ſtate.“ 

ce Wilt: thou be my friend cried 
the Cordelier . Art thou poſſeſſed of 
'*© any means that will revive 92 
% brother?! ? Tas fo 
To what purpoſe would you re- 
4e ſtore him, ſaid Malnor, © heard 
© you not the order of the Superior? 
% Momentary reſtoration would but 
"wu ede the pang of Rruggling | 
de nature.“ 

„ Save him but for this night! 
es to-morrow. may be the ſeaſon. of 
% mercy! I will haſten to the Chan- 

i :cellox 


= 
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ec cellor le Tellier, who is with his 
© fon, Louvois, on the iſland, throw 
«© myſelf at his feet, and whatever 
cc be the crime of the Marquis, the 
Chancellor will ſurely grant him 
e life, on condition that he ſeclude 
& himſelf from the world for ever.“ 


A 


La) 


8 The Cordelier waited no reply, 
but left us haſtily, 


3 


Malnor informed me, that the phy- 
fician of the Caſtle could furniſh an- 
tidotes whoſe' ſtrong power would 
expel the fumes of the chilling poi- 
ſon-; not, continued he, © that 
5c your friend can immediately. re- 

e cover, but the weight will gra- 

« qually deſcend from the oppreſſed 
& brain, as the ſtomach feels relief.“ 
Fly to the phyſician, my good 
5 Malnor, buy his ſilence with this 

C 2 gold 
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cx pold, and let us force this victim 
ce to taſte the cordial of life!“ ; 
„I go,” ſaid Malnor, “ but re- 


% member, if the Cordelier brings 
4 not his pardon, your friendſhip will 
ec be ctuelty; man, naturally wiſhes 


ce to die without pain, when can the 


825 ts die with lets F 


Renkn ad philoſophy Waben 
ed the maxims of Malnor; yet, I bad 


him be ſwift and leave the event to 


Heaven. Thirty-hours had the Mar- 
quis lain in a death · like ſtupor. 


The ſoldier haſtened to find the phy- 


fician, and I waited with painful an- 


xiety the Cordelier's return. Too 
ſoon he arrived, wil ne in 
his countenance. 1391902 


= 
* 7 F $ 1 | a 4 2 * *. 
"| TE 13 K ; — #» ge 


"00; Ab; my friend! 1 abe "= 


46 received: with inſolence, the Mar- 


ben quis 
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ce, quis is pronounced a traitor, and 
5 all the indulgence I can obtain is 
e to inter him with his anceſtors, 
« in the chapel of St. * * . I 
* kneeled, implored and exhorted 
the Chancellor le Tellier, to be 
« ware of deſtroying the noble ſub- 
ce jects of France; I did not, con- 
« feſs the unfortunate Marquis was 
my brother, ſince the loſs of my 
< liberty could not - alleviate his af- 
e flictions.—“ Go, ſaid the proud 
« miniſter, before you can arrive 
tc at the caſtle, he will be no more, 
ec ſo trifling a ſacrifice cannot ſe- 
cure the peace of my ſovereign-; | 
4 more muſt expiate their diſloyalty | 
<<. with their lives, when drawn from 
their hiding places; you have here 
< an order for the interment of the 
«& Marquis, the favor is granted you.” 
V Bending myſelf, incapable of lan- 


77 'Þ 3. cc guage 


La) 
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« guage to thank him for fuch a 
«favor, I forrowfully left his pre- 
es ſehee - Does my brother live ?—I 
« fear not—the Commandant is ap- 
*« priſed of the indulgence granted 
« me by the Chancellor, and has 
. himſelf ordered a covered carriage 
& to convey the body of the Mar- 
cc quis to the chapel, ſuch is his fate. 5 
4 But for you, my dear friend, 1 
ee have brought a habit exactly like 
r my own: Put it on, conceal your 
c face in the cowl, and follow the 
ec body of my brother through thoſe 
< fatal doors. The deception will 
cc not be known. I can loiter in the 
cell, under the pretence of devotion 
« with the priſoners, till the guards 
© are changed, and then paſs un- 
& noticed.” 9 


« 


KN 
* 


* 


Malnor returned at this moment, 
Wat no phyſician. 
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« No, my good Cordelier,” faid 
I, * that brave foldier ſtands in 
« danger of the rack : Give him the 
e habit, he may paſs for a Cordelier 
& in following the Marquis, and my 
« anxious aut will ſtand acquitted of 
« his fate.” | 
“ Preſerve thy life at this hour, 
& under the ſanction of my office; 
may at ſome future period pre- 
ce. ſerve Malnor.“ 


But the intreaties of the Cordelier 
were unavailing: I only requeſted 
him to conceal himſelf in my cell, 
that two Cordeliers might not at once 
be ſeen near the Marquis; he obey- 
| ed, and Malnor ventured the awful 

_ crifis ; we could now diſcern no pulſe, 


1 | life ſeemed to have retreated from 


the object of our cares, while we 
were . to ſecure it. Our 
5 a Y tears, 


, 
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tears, the laſt tribute of affection, 


fell on his ſenſeleſs boſom, and he 


was conveyed through the eaſtern aiſle 
to the carriage that waited for the 


| ſolemn purpoſe, while Malnor fol- 


lowed with the certificate of inter- 
ment in his hand; and fortunately 
2245 the guards unQUeRoneds: 


7 he four,” ths danger of Malnor's 
departure, threw the Cordelier and 
myſelf into filent ſtupidity, we were 


nearly breathleſs with apprebenfion— 


while every ſtep, every little noiſe 
founded like thunder to our affrighted 


| ſenſes, the Cordelier ſat himſelf down 
on my little bed, and found ſome 
relief for his troubled heart in a flood 
of tears; 1 attempted. not to com- 


fort him, a reſpectful ſilence better 
ſuited his exceſs of affliction.— The 
Commandant' J bell rang, the Corde 


me 
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lier was rouzed to a thought of ſafe- 
ty. He embraced, and left me. to 
fulfil his duty with thoſe in the diſtant 
parts of the caſtle, who were peni- 
tent from terror, and wiſhed for his. 
conſolation. . 7 


F had: been five years a miſerable - 
wanderer in barbarous climes. Drag- 
ed from my friends, my father and 
the woman I adored; on my, return 
could gain no information of thoſe - 
beloved objects, and while, ſeeking 
them in every part of France, was 
arreſted and thrown into this priſon 
on the eighteenth of June, as I have 
above recorded. Though . I had 
Known ſo little of the Cordelier, and 
of his brother the Marquis, I felt, a. 
faint hope, , from; the letter 1. had al- 
, ready ſeen, that ſome information. 


N might: 


© 
—e 
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might at a future period be gained 
from the former. 


Eternal Creator! be thou the guar- 
dian of Emily ! Whiſper the danger 
of erring youth! bleſs her viſions. 
with chaſte delight, and breathe thy 
wondrous influence on her foul, 
gently as air wafts the dew of the 
morning 


Fourly ſtruggling to forget that 
charming creature, I ſank wearied 
with each day, and aroſe with the 
dawn to love and deſpair. Carried 
into the intellectual fields of the paſt 
by the power of memory, I ſat on 
my little ſtone window ſeat till the 
clock at niidnight ſtruck one—one, 
and no more !—what a warning does 
5 leave on the mind l- my medita- 
tions were broken, I Prepared for re- 

| poſe, 
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poſe, when I ſaw a paper lying on 
| the floor, I eagerly carried my eye 
" & © to the ſubſcription without glancing - 
| at the contents—It was .EmiLY, my 
| deareſt Emily I- Preſſing her name 
to my lips with a rapture that in a 
moment bore me. above the ſenſe of - 
_ impriſonment, I hurried haſtily round 
my cell, nor once recollected in my 
tranſport that wherever my Emily 
was I could not be II was too full 
of pleaſure to fit down cooly to the 
_ enjoyment of it; my breath grew 
ſhort, my heart fluttered, and I again 
opened the paper as if fearful of in- 
creaſing the wild emotions that had 
already ſo expanded my love - ſicx 

ſoul.—I, at laſt, with tears trembling , 

an . eyes, read 


/ 


46 Cruel Cordelier! | 

© You have diſappointed my warm- 
eſt wiſhes, the failure of your diſ- 
C6 „ appoint= 


\ — — 
— 
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t appointment, at twelve- laſt night; 
* has robbed me of hope —I-was- ay 
the garden-gate from eleven till 


66 one, and have taken a final adieu 


$3 of happineſs. ſince it Was in your 
ho POM alone to bleſs% 1 5 
27) Tour affectionate f 

| b $9 EMILY.” 


> ; 
2 88 : wh. s * 1 
* ” — 
8 3 * a . , L 5 i : - yg 


Here was diſtraction ve who 
have felt the anguiſh of diſaſtrous 


love! Ye, whoſe ſighs have been un- 


pitied, while the hand of fate hath 
ſecretly torn ue” Es; mourn 
WIL: me ! R 2 


| For Emily had my prayer aroſe ! 
With Emily had 1 hoped to tafte the 


joys of pure affection; where now 1s 
her heart ? where her exalted ſenti- 


ments, where her gentle vows, where 


thoſe ſoft endearments with which 
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| the once ſoothed me, till tranſport 
threw affliction from my boſom ?— 
All is this vile Cordelier's — The dread- 
ful work of ſeducing her once ſpot- 
leſs mind was reſerved for him, while 
I, through every viciſſitude, have been 
vainly. nurſing her image, till it is 
become incoi porated with my being 
Lovely, faithleſs maid! how bitter 
haſt thou made my remaining hours! 
I lamented the diſcovery—railed 
at the Cordelier, reſolved to hate 
Emily, or, which was more congenial 
to the violence that raged within me, 
reſolved to make her mine at the ex- 
pence of my honour; ſhould chance 
ever afford me the revengeful op- 
portunity. What fantaſtic ideas were 
theſe for a man in my ſituation !: Yet, 
ſo does the human mind often amuſe 
itſelf with trifles while labouring un- 
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der great calamity ; I ought to have 
delivered the papers belonging to the 
Marquis to his brother. It had been - 
driven from my memory by the diſ- . 
mal events which had filled the pre- 
ceding day. Little regret was now 
occaſioned by this reflection. The 
Friendſhip of the Cordelier no longer 
gave me pleaſure. Love was baniſh- . 
ed from my ſoul, and vice ſeized the 
| heart that. had enthroned, an angel! 
II fickened with ingratitude, I grew. 
_ impure :—Wonderful- is the me- 
chaniſm of nature, unſearchable the hu- 
man mind. Love that gives birth to 
every virtue, to delicacy, ſentiment, 
and the nameleſs graces that gild the 
\ world, left me a prey to the poiſoned _ 
paſſions of evil, elſe how could I hate 
the Cordelier only becauſe he was 
beloved by Emily ? 


Morning 


* . 
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Morning aroſe more joyleſs than I 
had ever known it, and a confuſion 
of voices poured through the paſ- 
fage—]I fat in my cell ſullenly daring 
the worſt, when I beard the name 
of Malnor haſtily pronounced Doors, 
which I had not heard ſound ſince 
my confinement, were now thrown 
open, and I found by the increaſing 
din, that the guards were advancing 
towards the cell of the departed Mar- 
quis.. The Governor's voice grew 
diſtinct; he mentioned me, and I 
fancied myſelf a devoted victim to 
the eſcape of Malnor. While 1 
, feigned a repoſe my ſenſes could not 
- taſte, the Governor found me reclin- 
ed on the bed of wretchedneſs, or- 
dered the guards. to retire and accoſt- 
ed me politely,—. 1 5 


f Sir, can you command me in | 
any thing that will oblige you ?” 
W Sir, ; 
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| * 


1 , Sir, I have a lively ſenſe of the 


e honor you do me, and thank you 
© moſt ſincerely,” replied I, with a 


troubled look — He gazed. attentively 
in my face—l felt as if Malnor could 


be ſeen through my eyes, and bluſhed 
at a deception ſo laudable in itſelf, 


Had the Governor ſeized this moment 
; of. feeling, and boldly dared. me with 
| the queſtion, I ſhould firmly have 
confeſſed a conduct which gave me 


ſecret. pleaſure; but happily that mo- ö 
ment paſſed on, and the bluſh left 


* cheek as my emotions ſubſided., 


">, Van are ditireſſed, Sir, ſaid: is ö 


0 Governor; J am equally ſo, but 


b 


47 for very different reaſons. You. 


4% will be treated with, lenity; L have 


4 orders. for its being ſo. iT he cauſe . 
«© of your confinement is ' perhaps * 
onknoyn to you, for the, intrigues 


1 ©, of; 


* 


— 
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ec of the cabinet are inexplicable, 
and it may afford you but little 
* conſolation to know your impriſon- 
& ment will laſt for ever! | 


I ſhuddered at the word. | 


I know. mankind, am acquaint- 
« ed, well acquainted with the paſ- 
ee ſions, and ſince you may deſpair 
< of ever returning to the world, I 
c will, from that very deſpair, hope 
te for the honour of your conkidence, 
« in return I offer, ey mine.“ 


What floods of thought c came pour- 
ing on my ſoul at this declaration! I 
could form nothing clear All my 
powers were enveloped by a gloom 
through which I could not diſcern one 
ray of hope; encloſed for ever! cut 
off fo een from ſociety, and no 
a 3 e 
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object to purſue whoſe excellence 
could lead me progreſſively from the 
black temptations forming around! 
The Governor hoped much from my 
deſpair ; he did ſuppoſe I had already 
prepared myſelf for villainy, and that 
the baniſhed Emily had drawn after 
her my whole train of virtues. His 
propofal came well-timed—It was ſea- 
ſonably abrupt, couched in language 
frank and eaſy, and I exchanged my. 
faith with him, a faith that had no 
principle for its baſis, a friendſhip 
uncemented by truth. The Gover-. 
nor bargained my with mp deſpair. 


After wide litle pauſe, he men- 
tioned the eſcape of Malnor, adding, 
te the ſoldier was poor, I made ls 
ce uſeful from his neceflity, he was. 
er by nature too humane for my pur= 


ce 1 and if I only could be in- 
5 96 formed. 


ce 
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formed how he left the caſtle, 1 


«© ſhould not much regret his loſs.” 


66 
4 
66 


c 


(C 


cc 


66 


«© What was his crime, Sir?“ ſaid I 


vith perturbation ; Of no magnitude 


© -— Almoſt nothing. He was only 


met conducting a royal fugitive 
through the woods, whoſe name 
and quality we believe him to be a 
ſtranger to, but fearing he ſhould 


have diſcerned too much, we * 
him a priſoner.” 

6 Did he never own himſelf ac- 
quainted with his employer? or 
did you never wal him to * queſ- 
ß 7 637) 

e We gained dike A lite bur 


his honeſt ſimplicity convinced us 


he was ignorant of ſaving a man 
whoſe exiſtence at this moment 
cauſes inquietude in the boſom of 
our king —T ſhall uſe every means 
to detect him, though he deſerves. 


a A better fate.” 


Politely 
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— witing' me a good morn- 
Mg! the Governor withdrew, and left 
me to the mortifying thought, that 
Malnor alone could have informed me 

of my father; and, as if Providence 
meant to ſport with me, I had been 
the inſtrument of his eſcape - My 
father! my injured father I But 
what have I to do with tender ideas! 
Why ſhoud I indulge the ſoft affec- 
tions? There exiſts not an object in 
the univerſe who will own itſelf in 
- ſympathy with me. No! I am for- 
got, deſpiſed, rejected, J have been 
indulging only the vifion of love. 1 
have cheriſhed only an image while 
another poſſeſſes the ſubſtance. I have 
cheated; myſelf; my force of ſoul is 
are and I am too enervated ever 
to look up the rugged r of 
vir wes 1 5 : 
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Thus I raved awhile, and to thoſe. 
joyleſs murmurs ſucceeded confuſed 
plans of vengeance. © Laft night at 
&* rhe garden gate” did Emily wait, and 
not wait for ne Where is the gar- 
den gate? Haſtily opening the letter 
a ſecond time, I read it over with 
care, but the ſilent meſſenger had 

gained no new intelligence. The 
date was prior to my confinement; 
and how the letter came into my 
apartment was with me an undeter- 
mined point. It was probable the 
Cordelier had unknowingly dropped 
it; but how could Emily form an 
aſſignation? Why did ſhe not ſtill 
love me? What had I done? 1 
was only become unfortunate !—Yes 
Heaven choſe to render me un- 
happy, Emily choſe the Cordelier 
ſhould make her faithleſs Woman 
Woman! why wert thou created! 

oo! L In 
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In the great journey of life, man fre- 
quently paſſes by the bliſs he had long 
purſued; either he is inſenſible to its 
near approach, or from ſome fatal 
timidity fears to ſeize it. There was 
a time I could have been as favored as 
this Cordelier, but that hour is gone 
Here am I to remain for ever! 
Theſe meditations availed me not, 
| apathy v was the fole comfort that of- 
fered. = 


'F rom this period I was treated with 
reſpe& by the guards, and with in- 
dulgence by the Governor; the latter 
in confidence, conducted me into ſe- 
veral apartments of the caſtle, hitherto 
concealed. Many noble and majeſtic 
forms, who ſeemed dignified by woe, 
appeared to my view; among others, 
a maſculine figure caught my atten- 
_ his features and his attitude, as 

I Wales 
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J looked at him, fuffered no change, 
all were uniformly reſolved, 


Mild reſignation, (wiſer than deſpair,) 

Subdu'd the ſigh, and check'd the fruitleſy 
| tear. | | 
Vengeance no longer could his boſom warm, 
His paſſions withered in his dauntleſs form. 
Hope left his heart, yet patience met the rod, 
And: prov'd the man a particle of God. 


We fixed our eyes on each other; 


our ſilence was intereſting to the 


heart: bowing with that mournful 
reverence, which is ever due to digni- 
:fied miſery, I reluctantly followed the 
Governor. Some apartments, which 
were ſituated on the ſouth ſide of the 
caſtle, I perceived he did not incline 
I ſhould enter. Naturally, I wiſhed to 
enter them, ſo prevalent is the mind 
to hunger after what it is denied; 
but, for this time, I was obliged to 
forego my curioſity, and to be ſatiſ- 


fied 
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fied with what the Governor choſe to 
afford. I quietly followed him, and 
he led me through. a ſubterraneous 
- paſſage, arched, and glittering with 
webs full of unwholeſome droppings. 
The time was noon, yet ſo horribly 
dark was this paſſage, that a lamp 
was kept burning, and feeble was the 
a it . 


3 : as 


3 "OP Kopped at the end of this * 1 
i vault, and my conductor made me 
1 bobſerve a ſmall door ſo finely con- 
1 trived, and ſo ſhadowed by the artiſt, 
| that. it wore the ſemblance of gothic 
fone,” and appeared but as an entire 
part of this ancient ſtructure. I ſhould 
have paſſed Tt” unperceived, had not 
the Governor ſlipped back a private 
ſpring, and opened it to awaken my 
curiofity.” We deſcended by a flight 


of NPs. The air that met us waz 
cold, 
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cold, damp, and of that fickly kind 
which burſts from a newly opened 
tomb. I began to think the Gover- 
nor had a deſign upon my life, and 
reſolved, if fo, he ſhould buy it; 
my ſurmiſe was unjuſt. Finding we 
had- at length reached the floor, and 
_ diſcerning no glimpſe of day, I en- 


quired in what part of the caſtle we 


were, and for what purpoſe this hor- 


rid dungeon was deſigned. ＋ he Go- 


vernor informed me it was an apart- 
ment ſeldom occupied, and never but 
by thoſe who were under the neceſſity 


of taking an abrupt leave. While he 


was ſpeaking, I fancied there was a 
ruſtling noiſe behind me, I ſtarted, 
the Governor ſmiled, aſked me if I 
was afraid of rats, at the ſame mo- 
ment removing ſame maſly bars, he 


threw back the ſhutter of a little win- 


do, or rather hole, Which opened 
7 Vor. I | D- on 


\ 
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on the ocean. It was ſtrongly grated 
with iron; the ſpace from the ſea, 
which was not above two toiſes, was 


formed of ſolid rock, which ſerved . 


as a. bulwark to the foundations of 
the caſtle, and againſt whoſe foot the 
billows continually waſted their force. 
Hence could no human voice aſcend 
to ſociety: the lamentations of death 
were but whiſpers here, and here 


might famine perform unmoleſted her 


ſlow and awful work. — When a brave 
man falls in battle, the glory of his 
deeds ſhine through his diſaſtrous fate, 


and his friends feel a conſolation in 


the retroſpect of his conduct But 


Here oblivion fed in all her native 


darkneſs, and quietly Fan the 
auen of her victim. 5 | 


, ag with rercor, I haſtened 


— 


towards the ſtone ſtairs by [ which we 


* . 
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had deſcended, and leſt the Governor 
to replace the window-ſhutter by 


himſelf, as he beſt underſtood the 
work. In hurrying up the ſtairs, 1 


ſaw a ſmall wire lying in the duſt. I 
caught it up undiſcovered by the Go- 
'vernor—lt drew a miniature after it, 
which was ruſted and disfigured, and 
which caution at this moment not ſuf- 
fering me to look at, I eagerly thruſt 
into my pocket. 


The Governor having made the 


window ſecure, I waited for him to 


lead me through further diſcoveries. 


As I ſtood on the laſt ſtair a deep 
groan I was certain ftole upon my 
ear; I again deſcended in haſte fearing 
the Governor might have hurt him- 


ſelf with the bar. I met him coming 


up quite unconcerned, and when I 
mentioned the circumſtance, was told, 


D 2 with 
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with the utmoſt ſang froid, that groans 


would become more familiar to me as 


I became a more conſtant and peace- 
ful inhabitant of the caſtle. Death is 


Inviſible in his labors, faid I to my- 


ſelf; filence may benefit, complain- 
ings will not avail me. 


cc ] can lounge no longer with you 
now,” ſaid the Governor. Do me 
& the favor of dining with me. If 
cc your taſte for pleaſure is adapted 
& to mine, you may be happy, if 5 


ee not, you may with little exertion 


& create miſery for yourſelf. I leave 


© you to your choice, for whatever 


* be your purſuit, you ſhall not in- 


. terrupt mine. 1 mean not to be 


* impolite, Monſieur, 1 only treat 
7c you with frankneſs, that I may in 
4 5 ſhorteſt manner be underſtood.” 

5 0 


3 
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a Do with me as you pleaſe, I 
6 once revered the excellence of 
« human nature, I now am Oy to 
& exclaim with Brutus, | 


6 virtue! 1 have adored thee, 
6 At laſt I fear thou art but a name!”? 


4 Guilt is faſhionable, beauty wears 
ce it, I can adapt my taſte to hers.— 

© To whoſe ?” ſaid the Governor, 
laughing at my vehemence. 

To-“ I looked at him n 
for a moment. 

«© Come, come, your whole ſoul 
© has ſome time or other been diſ- 
5 ſolved by tenderneſs —You are jea- 
ce lous, I ſuppoſe, or angry with the 
„ beloved objet—Come, we will 
« dine as happily as we can; if I can 
© procure you any bleſſing, (but 
ce that of liberty,) I will not with-hold 
it from you.“ 

3 Thou 
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Thou art a maſter of the paſſions, 


the ſprings of the heart are thine, 
and knowledge, I fear, hath been 


bought by thee at an ineſtimable 


price! 


Reflecting thus, I followed my con- 
ductor, who ſeated me at a ſplendid 
table, where luxurious viands and 
exhilerating wines conſpired, for the 


hour, to chace ſorrow from the ſoul. 


Eaſe and charming conyiviality ſat on 
the brow of. the Governor—At that 
moment, ſurrounded by fainting 


wretches who had no cauſe to waft 


his name to the gates of heaven, he 


talked of men and things. Obſerving - 
he was in a communicative mood, I 


reſpectfully requeſted him to give 
me his hiſtory— Smiling, with the 
utmoſt good humour, he replied, 
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& You lay early exactions on my 


friendſhip, but you will find in 


Dormoud a mind that ſhrinks from 
nothing: a miſer-creeps cautiouſly 
through the circles of mankind, 
obſerves the variety of action per- 
formed by individuals, ſeeks only 


one gratification, dallies only with 
thoſe from whom he may cull the 


golden harveſt, and returns laden 
to his dark chamber, where he 


gives a looſe to thoſe tranſports his 


treaſure excites; the rapture his 
own; the heap his univerſe —I am 
that miſer.” 


© *Tis impoſſible! (aid 1, Abile 


my eyes roved o'er the ſplendor and 
magnificence of taſte with which we 


were ſurrounded. 


cc 


46 


I am that miſer,” continued 18 
I have deceived and laughed at the 


world from which I have accumu- 
D 4 c lated 
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lated every hour. My nerve of 
intelle& is ſtrong. ' I have uſed it 
to one ſole purpoſe.” 

% And to what purpoſe?” 

«© Pleaſure—I am a cormorant in 
pleaſure. I know no enjoyment 
in gold further than it has been 
exchanged for happy purpoſes. 
Truth, principle, virtue, all thoſe 
ſounds of which the felf-denying 


appear to be ſo fond, I conſider as 
reſtraints for which we need not 
deſign ourſelves— To give happi- 


neſs to our fellow creatures is all 
. ; \ 
we ought to live for. I, therefore, 


lulled the artleſs, humoured the 


weak, ſoothed the languiſhment of 


lovely woman, and thought myſelf 


juſtified; with theſe feelings, Mon- 


ſieur, I own I might have been 


bleſt, but the ambition of general 


conqueſt too ſoon mingled itſelf 


« with 


—_ 
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with my paſſions, and the moment 


I raiſed my eyes from the humble 
valley of delight towards its dan- 
gerous ſummit, I became more and 
more reſtleſs through every grada- 
tion, and ſuch muſt be the effect 
with all who early purſue pleaſure: 
Too often I found exalted ſouls on 
which I could not act, beings who 
poſſeſſed a power repulſive to all 
my machinations ; happy in them- 


ſelves, I could not draw them from 


reſerve ; they noticed me not, or 
heard me only with indications of 
contempt. Hating the mind that 


had power thus to raiſe itſelf above 


me, I ſcorned to adore it, conſe- 
quently you may conceive me 
ſeeking pleaſure from weaker ob- 
jets. My paſſions were high, my 
form not diſagreeable, my educa- 


tion had been faſhionable, I was 
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methodiſed into addreſs, and every 
rule deemed polite was mine. 
With theſe advantages, I approach- 


ed the court; here formed by Na- 


ture for voluptuouſneſs, I expanded 
my views-: I looked on Louis as 
my equal in the field of gallantry. 
I obſerved the pageantry of the 


great, and pronounced-it the gild- 


ing of hearts like my own. Pro- 
fuſion, humility with man, and 
attention to woman, ſoon procured 
me acceſs to the circles of the 
higheſt faſhion, and Lariſſa, the 
charming Lariſſa, ranked me in 


c the ſuite of ber admirers. | 
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166 Hid in elegant gendem at a ſmall 


diſtance from court, this beloved 
favourite of Louis was, on account 
of the factions gathering over 
France, too frequently neglected 

8 « 1266 
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by the Monarch, yet her power 


was great, her faſcination irreſiſt- 


able ; at leaſt I felt it ſo, and with 
my uſual beneficence of / temper, 


© reſolved to alleviate the tender de- 


jection Lariſſa might feel in the 
abſence of the King. Gold ſhe 


could not be in want of, and ſtrange 
as my purpoſe may ſeem, I wiſhed 


to. gain her through the more gen- 


* tle avenues of. ſentiment. This 


prelude I ſoon found unneceflary ; 
Lariſſa had long forſaken, or had 


never poſſeſſed the angelic delicacy 
which ſecures the mind of man. I 
rivalled Louis, and was a ſhort 
time enraptured with Lariſſa. 


: 
+ 99 4 
„ 


4 The Duke of BA taking 
me one day aſide, told me 1 kaif 
ene nne his notice. 


D e bart 


60 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


„have but one recommendation, 
* my Lord Duke,” bowing as I re- 
commended myſelf. 1 75 

© What is that Monkeur Dor- 
5 moud d | 
Affection for the Duke of Bra, 
« ] will lure bis miſtreſs to his arms, 
« or kill his enemy, I wear a "_ 
t and I wear a ſword.“— 
_..-* Agreed, I will employ you, in 
return command my. iatereft with 
« the King.“ 
On further i intimacy, 1 found the 
© Duke had indulged himſelf more in 
&« the ſocial virtues (I muſt uſe that 
«© word) than in capactous pleaſure; 
ec he was tender, humane, unſuſpect- 
„ing, full of courage and as full of 
e pity. Such a character the world 
„ deems amiable, for me it contained 
« materials on which | reſolved to erect 
« my fabric of ambition, We made a 
_ long 


* 
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&< long excurſion over the country, 
ce and I was walking one day with him 
ec near Rochelle, in the foreſt of #*###, 
a ſigh ſtole from his heart, and he 
addreſſed me in a melancholy tone.“ 


* 


o 


* 


Monſieur Dormoud, in the 
7 friendſhip I have for you is loſt 
the ſenſe of inequality. I would 
© repoſe my cares in your boſom : 
© ſated with ſplendor, fatigued with 
© ſtate, and diſturbed. by the grow- 
ing commotions of France, I lan- 
* guiſh for ſofter enjoyments. My 
© rank, my character, my firmeſt 
© reſolutions have proved inſufficient 
© to ſhield me from the impreſſions 
of beauty. I love! Dormoud, I 
© love without hope, and without 
+ ſtrength to diſengage myſelf.” 
Name the fair enſlaver, my Lord 
as 1 25 Dormoud may aſſiſt you.” 
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Ah, my friend! T am not my- 
ſelf” acquainted with her name 
hunting in this foreſt of * * * *, 
my horſe in full ſpirit carried me 


c 


R 
, ”" 


W * 


from my friends and retinue; I 


did not regret the incident, while 


J enjoyed the view of a fine coun- 


try. Lrode on till my horſe again 
caught the ſound of the horn, when 


gazing round at the romantic wild- 


neſs of nature, I ſaw a lovely maid 
without ſenſe or motion lying on 
the turf; her ſteed had thrown 
her and courſed it through the 


thickets, as if rejoiced to have 


left behind him his charming miſ- 
treſs: inſtantaneouſly alighting, I 
raiſed her from the earth, inno- 
cence pleaded in her languid fea- 
tures: I ſoftly laid my lips to her 
| cheek with all the adoration due 
to bats Purity, and, holding 


© her 


— 
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her to my boſom, impatiently 
watched the dawn of light that 
ſhould break from her eyes—She 
opened them, my ſoul drank their 


fires till my peace was loſt ! Abaſh- 
ed and bluſhing to find herſelf in 
the arms of a man, her ſenſes had 
nearly once more forſook her. Re- 


ſpectfully loofing her from my 


throbbing heart, I ſtood motionleſs 


and incapable of an explanation. 


Where am I,” ſaid ſhe, drawing 


her hand croſs her forehead, © can 


you, Sir, ſay how came I here?“ 


She heſitated as if endeavouring 


to rouze the powers of memory; I 
related the ſituation in which I found 
her; relieving. her apprehenſions 
by moſt ſolemn affurances of ho- 
nour—How lovely is woman when 


unartful! my friends were near, 


* 
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the hounds awakened echo from 
the hills to proclaim their ap- 
proach. I felt for the reputation 
of the lady, my friends were men 


of faſhion and gallantry, who never 


took leiſure to reflect, or draw 
from the blended ſnare of paſſion 
and habit that fublime veneration 


claimed by the unſullied mind. 


The delicacy of the gentle maid 


took the alarm, her horſe had not ap- 
peared, nor could I quit her to ſeek 


him, haftily caſting her eyes over 
the plain as if wiſhing ſome other 
protector, ſhe incoherently apolo- 
giſed—and, half breathleſs, con- 
cluded © Yonder, Sir, is a houſe 
belonging to my father's verderer. 


1 give you much uneafinefs, I per- 


ceive you are as much confuſed as 
Il am; will you be content with 
my poor thanks ? they are grate- 
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© ful—T will ever think of you with 
© eſteem,”? | 

0 Un to reveal my rank I 
ſtruggled with my emotions; caught 
her look of gratitude, hung on 
her voice as ſhe bad me farewell, 
and ſetting ſpurs to my horſe, 
rejoined my friends here the 
Duke pauſed. ; 


a W A a #<G 


«© You have power,” ſaid I, © and 
& power alone is ſufficient to accom» 
« pliſh every wiſh in France.“ 


© The heart muſt be ſoothed, Dor- 
moud. Love diſdains the fetters 
© of power: I would not rudely 
* ſeize bleſſing which is only valuable 
6 when mutually exchanged.” | 


A 


3 laughed at his ſcruples, and re- 


te ſolved to behold the beauty of which 
« "the - 


—— 
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the Duke gave me fo inflamiog a 
0 picture” — He reſumed. 


© Can you procure me, or adviſe 
© me how to gain an interview with 
c ow" fair oro: ih 


E +4 
4 1 


0 1 will think of it, my Lord, but 
oy am this evening engaged,” a 


0 With ole politic miſtreſs, 
G Lariſſa, J ſuppoſe - beware Dor- 
* moud should our jealous Mo- 
©narch ſurpriſe you, you will never 
© pleaſe a King's favourite more; 
and if proving to you the ingrati- 
* tude, coarſeneſs and inſenſibility of 
5 Lariſſa, will timely ſecure you 
© from ſo dangerous an amour, I will 
: diſplay - thoſe defects in that en» 


„ chantreſs.” 


fab My pride y was wounded, to "Mx 


« ber affections with a King was ſe- 


* as cretly | 
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ce cretly my glory: to find her uni- 
« verſal in her objects humbled me.” 


« The Duke ſmiled, enjoyed my 
cc confuſion, and careleſsly drawing 
« from his pocket a billet-doux, read: 


Fo the Duke of B. 
Louis is indiſpoſed and ordered 
by his phyſician to reſide a few 
weeks at Verſailles; le cheval a bien 
fourni ſa carriere, je ne veur pas qu 
on me trompe, vous etes un bon ſeconde ; 
the great Conde is gone, the car- 
dinal is with the King faut 
donner wen momens d la joye & a 
Jamour, ys Jaime; allons a 

5 LARISSA.' 


„ a 9 YR SR. 


Cal 


wy Did you obey this dnss, my 

% Lord ?” 

*Call it an invitation,” ſaid the Duke, 

ſmiling at the abruptneſs of my queſ- 

tion, oa perceive you do not wiſh 
for 
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for an affirmative, but would 
© Dormoud have refuſed,* continued 
he, with an air of triumph. 


Hate, jealouſy and revenge began 
« to kindle within me; the Duke di- 
« verted himſelf at my expence, ral- 
' © hed, laughed, trifled with my ſul- 
« lenneſs, and with the utmoſt indif- 
125 ference went on: 


Fair without virtue, without peace ſhe's 
„great, | | | | 

4 Falſe in her love, inhuman in her hate; 

6 So early train'd in falſehood's baneful ſchool, 

„ She charms alike the Monarch and the Fool. 


* Tmagining myſelf” pointed at, I 
burned with rage, yet was obliged 
«to be flent. I had entangled the 
<6 Duke i in the web of confidence, but 
ce dared not oppoſe him; Lariſſa had 
c enſnared the King, while ſhe. was 
« raifing me to a ſummit, from which 


« I could look down on powerleſs 
« virtue, 


<6 


peared inadequate to 
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virtue, and often was the honeſt 


pride of worth inſulted by my con- 


tempt. But the Duke Was yet my ſu- 


perior—Politely wiſhing me a fair 
evening, he left me, I ftole to La- 


riffa. Reclined in her fartheſt apart- 


ment, adorned but with the loveli- 
neſs of a diſhabille, the aroſe, and 


welcomed me after the manner of 
France, All was ſtill, ſave ſoft muſic 
in an antichamber, the ſounds of 


which were calculated to melt the 


ſoul to the lateſt, ebb of languiſh- 


ment; and thus diſſolved with un- 


attended beauty who could ſoar be- 
yond the ſcene ?—yet, my aſſurances 
and proofs of fidelity ang age * 


fection. I patiently het 1d er 
reprovings, felt them jut en- 


deavoured to remind her that mu- 
tual happineſs could only be born 


of mutual faith, that love alone was 
hey 1. 
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the ſource of conſtancy, and that 
various paſſions ran round the heart 


of man in ſuch regular rotation, that 


he could not either love or hate 


longer than the influence of the then 
reigning paſſion was dealt to him.— 


Whether the opinion of Lariſſa va- 


ried from my theory; or, whether 


the wiſely judged that love is not 
eternal, and that mutual faith dies 
away, we know not how, I was at a 


loſs to determine. I was only cer- 
tain, that as I ſat liſtening to her 


ings the ſound of the muſic 


| ſec mel to labour into harſhneſs and 
diſcordance, nor did Lariſſa herſelf 
| 1 attractive as I, laben f ſhe 


5 Ah, Lariſſa beg ſaid ' 7 5 with an 


re mie if lovely 
©: woman 
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cc 


woman would preſerve her nan 
ſhe muſt be virtuous!” 


—— 


4 


N 


8 What malicious dæmon could put 
ſuch an auk ward ſentence into my 
& mouth at ſuch a moment? Lariſſa 
< was fired, ſhe upbraided me with 
obligations; deſpiſed my mercenary 
paſſion, hated, ſmiled, wept, again 
ſoothed me by her ſoftneſs, and 
was convinced I was her ſlave.” 
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In ſpite of my cares I could not 
help ſmiling at Dormoud's aun, 
he continued 


« Aye, aye, Monſieur, we may 
« boaſt ſupremacy, | rely on our 
6 ſtrength, and endeavour to leſſen 
© woman, but we are her dupes, 
* why/?—becauſe her powers are 
Bj; delicate, and exquiſitely 


te wrought ; 
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% wrought; ours ſlow, obtuſe, ſolid 
© and conſiderate, while man is plod- 
« ding how to creep aſter, event, 
% woman trifles. with him, dazzles 


* his judgment, ſkips over him, and 
.** ſeizes her point with od 


4 that we are |” 


What able could confine his muf- 
cles of riſibility at this harangue of 
Dormoud, fo full of nature, truth and 
ſelf-mortification ? , "ye pry | 


* 


* 


a 44 . eee br ae 
into the apartment of Lariſſa; they | 


&« ſuddenly tinged the cheek of my 
fair miſtreſs, mine caught the glow 
<« and I retired. On paſſing through 


the garden where the flowers, un- 


1 heedful of erring man, threw their 
« odours to the ſun, I was nes; by a 
* page . ſurdeyed me with ſilent 

x © curioſity. 
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2 curioſity. Paſſing him with feign- 
« ed compoſure, I haſtened from a 
„ ſpot where danger was awake; on 
e this ſingle moment hung the fate 
ce of Larifla, But man was made 


* 


'« to go forward, not one ſhall go 


6 


back through his yeſterday. Wiſe 
„ is he who makes uſe of the hour 
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e left Lariſſa, convinced I had left 
„ her to new and ever-changing 


ee wiſhes, equally flexible with the 


6 


* 


ties that held me when near her. 
© The tender vows I had breathed in 
her boſom were diflolved in the paſt 
e moment; no trace remained of her 
ve late-bewildering | power in a mind 
ve naturally prone to inconſtancy. 
% The Duke of B**** was no ad- 
* yocate for Larifla or licentious 
<c pleafure ; his power was great with 
the King, and with the thinking 
3 E part 
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«part of France, and often would 
ec he imperceptibly lead the Monarch 
from the faſcinations of 'a miſtreſs, 
„ who, on account of her mean ex- 
ec traction, hated the noblefle. Lariſſa 

„ had her intervals of conqueſt ; her 
arts were thoſe of circumvention, 
c and ſhe ridiculed the Duke while 

6 ſhe blinded the enamoured Mo- 

c narch. I had early renounced 
 & moral obligation; my heart was 
e unawed. I loved pleaſure; my 
sc vices were but individually dan- 
« gerous: I was not ſet up as an 
« example for a nation, but Kings 
ſeldom know how to value merit, 
„ when like an angel it ſtands warn- 
ing their deſires. The machina- 
« tions of Lariſſa againſt the Duke 
did not prolong her empire; her 
„ dye was caſt, Louis returned; his 
„ ilincſs had * ſlight, his cares 
% returned; 


— 


E 


0 


oy 


* 
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“ returned; he treated them, as all 
„ men ſhould treat care, a proof of 
* which I will give you in his gal- 
< -lant ſtile. This letter was written 
& on. the eve of his arrival to La- 
5 riſſa, who impatiently expected to 
* ſee the King in a few hours lan- 
e puiſhing at her feet; ſhe favoured 
* me with a copy, I will . 
SE; mn with the leſſon it "wy afford.“ 


1 „ Sithank you, Sir, your manner 
Jof inſtruction is new. Great in- 
dener T thought appeared in 
Dormoud.— He read 


ps MAT. 

8 an recovered, dear Lariſſa, 

© and am only a little ſorry I re- 
© turn not to a heart once. offered 
me, and gratefully accepted; with 
me 1 wiſhed Lariſſa to loſe every 
E 2 © deſire 


*% 
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£ defire of change. Could lovely 
© woman be ſecured by ſplendour, 
© you' had ſtill been mine. My hope 
© aroſe from ſelf-love. Charming 
* Lariſſa, I own. impoſfbilities, - I 


© acquit you, and throw your incon- 


© ſtancy on the grand verſatility of 
nature. When was man chained to 
© your ſex by gratitude? Have I 


not loved, and left more than you? 


Agreeable to your taſte you pre- 


© fer #® #** to a King. I blame 


© you not; we delight in change; 
may the happineſs of Lariſſa keep 
© pace with the ſwift emotions of 
© her heart when it fan new ob- 


oe i 192.05 51 555 
r er 
e . 


„ With this billet the generous 


66; 88 ſent n to Lariſſa, 
. 1 a n, 


0 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 77 


10 worthy his magnificence, wiſhing 
e her to ſeek an aſylum far from the / 
4 dangerous pleaſures of royalty. 
ö Larifla depended on the charms of 
cc her of perſon, looked forward to 
«new victories, left the ſcene of 
© paſt delight with indifference and 
« in a few years fank pale and de- 
cc jected within the walls of poverty. 
ce Better had it been for Lariſſa, had 
„ ſhe early ſheltered her beauties and 
© her virtue in the boſom of bum- 
«ble worth. Spotleſs would have 
„ been her morning, glorious her 
« meridian, and the would have 
“ ſank in the evening of life like a 
„ ſin whoſe warmth had cheered the 
* world and whoſe departing 116 
ce we mourn.“ 


| I could no longer conceal my af 
toniſhinent, I applauded the elegant 
E3 language 
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language and fine compariſons of 
Dormoud, a man who had profeſſed 
himſelf an unprincipled voluptuary ! 
—Encouraged by his frankneſs, I in- 
terrupted him by remarking what I 
thought inconſiſtent, but he was truly 
paced in the ways of men, and pro- 
ceded: + 7 5 


% Mine is the language of the 
« world: my theory is for others, 
« my practice for myſelf; every hu- 
« man being is diſtinct, and it in- 
« variably is ſeen through the uni- 
* verſe, that no two perſons ſhall 
% move in a parallel line. Single 
ce in feeling, diverſified in idea, and 
& totally oppoſite in mental power, 
& the train of one man's action ſhall 
* not ſerve another.—I reaſon like 
© a moraliſt. I have that privilege, 
« I am not a moralift further than 

"2 | Fl „ precept 


* 
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precept ſerves my turn; ſuch is 
every man, and he deceives when 
he perſuades you he is attempting 
at more No further can human 
nature go, though many ſacrifice 
more to the opinions of ſociety 


than I do. For the reaſons I have 


given, the fate of Lariſſa afford - 
ed no leſſon for me, and I only 


mean to ſay, what Lariſſa might 
have been had her train of action 


been what it was not. Infamy 


has planted her cannon againſt the 


reputation of woman; man is ſe- 
cured by the laws himſelf has 
made; yet, there is a wonderful 
fallacy in his ſyſtem of virtue, 
when 'he pockets ten thouſand 
pounds from a friend, merely for 


ſharing in his. wife's diſhonor and 


his own.” 


E-4' Dormoud 


| 
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Dormoud poſleſſed:ever art of faſci- 


nation, he lulled inquietude. I 
found relief in his ſophiſtry. He 


helped to eſtabliſh the late perver- 


fion of my principles. How feeble 
would a+ charming Woman prove, 


While attending to him with ſenſibility 


till her ſoul diffolved ! Dangerous a- 
bility! He had in hiſtory related an 
incident concerning Emily Emily 
was the lovely maid. found by the 
Duke in the foreſt; I knew it, and 


ſilently invoked heaven to bee her, 


though als. 10 nie. | 5 


6, The mather of Lariſſa,” cons. 
tinued he, „was a ſervant in the con- 


c vent of St. * * *: the kitchen af- 


6 forded her good living, good liv- 
<« ing filled her with good ſpirits, 
6c and good fpirits led. her after a 
« well-meaning . friar, to whom 

| % Lauis 
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Louis, &c. &c. was | indebted for 
* 2 11 i 90; 45 11 


. It. may 10 | difficult,” fait L 
© to refuſe the offers of royalty, but 
* mankind. will ever prefer humble 
* innocence to the ſullied - charms of 
6 * s miſtreſs.” 

& No, no, Sir, you: miſtake—You' 
e ſpeculate contrary to practice; in- 
„ nocence may ſleep for ever in her 
% humble vale. Who ſeeks her 
« friendſhip ? Who drinks the fra- 
„ grance of her breath? Who wraps 
« her miſeries in the mantle of peace? 


* The. miſtreſs of 'a King has 
c power—Many dependencies hang 
c ona tarniſhed link Many would 
« acquire riches, but few poſſeſs 
« them, by an acquaintance with 

F 5 Innocence. 
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* innocence. Yet a court miſtreſs, 
*« diſgraced, when met in the walk of 
private life, all will avoid. When 
* Lariſſa fell from her ſummit, I fled 
©« from her endearments; unwilling. 
to appear near the court where 
% power was changing hands. New 
& incidents and new troubles aroſe ; 
* the Fronde, an anti-miniſterial party 
« daily gained ſtrength; the Miniſter 
c diſagreed with Turenne, and 
ec many brave men who had feemed 
« liſtleſs while their Sovereign was 
c happy, now gathered round the 
« helm to guide him through his 
«troubles. Among the latter claſs 
& was my quondam friend the Duke. 
„If I could have loved ſtrong virtue 
«© under any ſhape, I ſhould have ad- 
c mired and pitied his attachment to 
his King. I loved not his amiable 

On En 5+ qualities, 


R 


La) 


* 
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& qualities, though I reſolved to 
„ Jove'and to n e N 


166; „ Though I had inen obſerved by 
« the King's page in the garden of 
* Lariſſa, his Majeſty never took 
e notice of me as a rival. Perhaps 
© he thought me too contemptible, 
64 or not eſteeming Lariſſa enough to 
6e. depend on her for happineſs, plea- 
„ fantly left us to try how long we 
& could love. After ſhe had ſet off 
6 for leſs brilliant ſcenes,. I returned, 
« and continued to promote my in- 

tereſt at court, by flattering thoſe: 

I deſpiſed, and fawning on thoſe 


But the Duke had irritated me. 


He had aſſerted that Dormoud: was 


6 
4 
& who. miſtook ſervility for reſpect. 
GC 
4c 
66 


% too. far. corrupted ever to be re- 
& claimed by friendſhip or example, 
& and had for ſome time avoided me 
E.'6 « in 
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& in public. 'Senfible that one of us 
«© muſt go down the wind of favour, 
ec J was not long heſitating; my ac- ' 
cc tions wore a deeper dye than thoſe 
cc of the Duke. He might have 
«ruined me with truth. Virtue had 
< rendered his foul too dignified to 
© enter into a competition with Dor- 
„ moud, whoſe mines were working 
cc at the foundations of his perfection. 
ce In plunging him from his heights; 
te truth was not on my ſide; but cun- 
ning and chance gave me ſucceſs. 
« Louis had ſecrets, the multitude 
© had no right to ſearch for them, 
< they were the fecrets of neceſſity; 
te the Duke knew this, was faithful 
<© to his Monarch, cancealed his 
4 faults, revered! his virtues, and 
«© breathed his public fam. 


This 


1 
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L itſelf, became the food of thoſe 


cc who prey on garbage. The Chan- 


« cellor le Tellier viewed him with a 


* jealous eye. That wily politician 
cc had been entruſted by the Queen 
0 Regent with a ſecret of the greateſt 


„ importance, and the handſome de- 


% portment, together with the abili» 
ce ties of the Duke, made the ſtateſ- 


ce man tremble leſt the latter ſhould 


6 ſupplant him,—I was employed to 
ce pry: into the ſprings of action that 
& were hourly moving, and particu- 
4 larly ordered te render the Duke 
4 unpopular. He had in fome affairs 
* managed part of the ſtate reve- 
c nues. The: magnificence of Louis 
© brought his coffers. Io; for the 
& exhauſted ſums I blamed the Duke, 
© and. for the late diſgrace of miniſ- 
ters condemned him. Murmurs 
þ « aroſe; 
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aroſe. Supported in ſecret by the 
6 Chancellor, I grew . bolder in my 
«. afſeryons, and loudly criminated a 


„ man to Whoſe excellence I never 


α could arrive. He ſaw my artifice, 
«.,was too brave to ſoothe, contemn- 
& ed me too much to upbraid, and 
« after treating me with ſilent though 
ce jneffable ſcorn; left the field of 
“% princely favours to more greedy 
« ſtrugglers, and retired to the Ne- 
* therlands, | reſolving to forget his 
＋ enge pany and his 3 | 
BE: Eney will fling: tap ever the 
« character that has once gained an 
ec eminence over her horde, Aſk her 
« why a wiſe man leaves the noiſy: 
„ circle * Her anſwer will be to in- 
“ dulge his pride, his diſcontent, his 
4 avarice, or his imbecility. He is, 
in brief, welcome to retire. He 
. | 8 no 
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% no longer adores or fears me.“ 
Rut aſk the wife man why he leaves 
* the world! and he will reply, I 
have taſted joy, I have taſted ' ſor- 
cc row; I have been deſpiſed and re- 
4 ſpected:; loved, was beloved in 
6 return; and now having loſt the 
& objects I adored ; fee a futility in 
life to which 1 cannot deſcend.” © 


* 


N 


N 


6 


La) 


6] do not,” continued the Gover- 
nor, „mean to prove that theſe were 
exactly the ſentiments of the Duke; 
4 but, I can aſſure you, that his de- 
cc parture did not cure the Chancellor; 
« for his jealouſy, his envy, with 
+6 ſome other fears arifing from ſtate 
„ 1ntrigue, followed the Duke and 
„ ſhould he now be found, his death 
4+ alone, I believe, would huſh the 
& cares his exiſtence cauſes in the 
„ poſoins of le Tellier and the King 


© —þbut 


Fs 
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zff but there are a few more who 


4 are equally burthenſome, and that 
« muſt; be taken off Vour glaſs 
« waits.you,, Monſieur, drink to the 
e oblivion of care; a more commo- 
« dious apartment is preparing for 
60 you in the fifth range towards the 
% eaſt; and after giving you every 
& aſſurance of my favour, conſiſtent 
% with my ſituation, I will, when 


4 ou pleaſe, conduct you to _ 


1 1 
eee e made a folk 
pauſe, as if heſitating whether he 
ſhould confide further in his new ac- 
quaintance, Laroſe, thanked him for 


his candour as he conducted me to 
my chamber, and was much conſoled 


by his repeated aſſeverations of future 


friendſhip. Where is the man. whoſe 
fancy grewn ſick with ſorrow. will 
not exaggerate the image of comſort, 


and: 
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and raiſe her pigmy joy too high for 
his attachment? It is ever ſo: imagi- 
nation is too ſtrong in her colouring. 
I was rebived by Dormoud, and for- 
got 'the dreadful ſentence of impri- 
ſonment or ever. Why, ſaid I to 
myſelf, is this man a villain? Why 
ſhould he boaſtingly violate thoſe du- 
ties the rene ing firuggle to fulfil! 


Dear ſpirit of 3 from 
wherever thou haſt choſen thy pure 
celeſtial dwelling, deſcend, touch the 
coarſer powers of Dormoud, and lead 
thy fair ideas through the corrupted 
region of his mind! From thee, 
bright form of innocence, fly the 
brutal ſhadows that darken the boſom 
of man. Thine are' the grand, the 
energetic, the inviſible! Thou art 
the ſoul of the world! 


oP 
£4 


But 
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But what have I to do with refine- 
ment? Have 1 not loſt Emily? A 
long fit of abſtraction fell on my 
mind as-this queſtion, prompted by 
deſpair, ſuggeſted itſelf—I ſat ſome 
moments gazing at the waning candle, 
and at laſt put my hand in my 


Ss 3.2. £ . 


pocket, with an intent to re-peruſe 


my aſtoniſhment, I drew forth the 
picture of my mother! Saluting it 
1 felt it cold. —** Angel! thou art 
„ cold —lifeleſs as I one day muſt 

© be!” Strange as my deſcription 
may appear, I thougbt the picture 
varied its looks as the emotions of my 
ſoul were impatient or reſigned. The 
filth and ruſt it had accumulated in 
the ſteps of the dungeon T had viſited 
with Dormoud, was in my pocket 
worn off, and the animated features 
poke directly to my heart. All is 


e er, 
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ec over,” continued I, walking haſti- 
ly, © a few months or weeks, and 
* then!” (throwing myſelf down on 


a ſopha recently prepared for me in 


this elegant room.) Here I am to 


& remain for ever /—but how came 


% my mother's dear reſemblance to 
* this diſmal dwelling? Is this an 


© abode for ſo much beauty Alt is 
6 


La) 


a 


I will not think it. And yet I 
% heard a groan near that horrible 
e dungeon !—Good God defend her! 
* Hold me from madneſs! Where, 
« where ſhall I go! Imagination 
ſeemed to go out at this laſt idea, like 
an extinguiſhed flame, and I fell into 
a ſudden inſenſibility. How long I 
lay in this ſwoon or ſlumber, (I know 
not which) I could not recollect. 
When. I recovered, a coldneſs had 
pervaded my whole frame—I was 

ſpiritleſs, 


LY 


impoſſible ſhe can herſelf be here! 
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ſpiritleſs and feeble; all my unavaif- 


ing though unruly paſſion had ſubfid- 
ed, and I calmly reflected that life 


could not in this dreadful "ſcene be of 
long continuance. 'That ſtrong ſym- 
pathy inherent in man, which makes 
bim feel for others, works upon his 
own heart in a ſtate of ſeclufion. He 
naturally wiſhes to lighten the bur- 
then of his ſorrows, and to ſhare the 
Pity he had lent the world. The-idea 


of dying here unlamented and un- 
known, the more agonizing thought 


that my mother might be ſomewhere 


near me, inclined me to deviſe ſome 


expedient by which 'a knowledge of 
our fate might reach ſociety. For 
this purpoſe, I reſolved to throw to- 
_ gether ſome tranſactions of my paſt 
life, and, after encloſing the picture, 
which was encircled by the name of 


my mother, in the midſt of my little 
| hiſtory, 
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| hiſtory, to throw the packet into the 
ſea. 


The days of my infancy were ſpent 
in the foreſt of near Rochelle, 
under the gentle tuition of an harm- 
leſs peaſant, who chearfully ſaw his 
flocks grazing round the hills, while 
his wife, after feeding her poultry, 
and gathering in their eggs, taught 
me my Primmer, and progreſſively 
my Bible. Without reading good 
ce books,” (faid this amiable ruſtic) 
little maſter can never know the 
« world.” I fancied at laſt my miſ- 


treſs improved herſelf as rapidly as 


ſhe taught me. From this humble 
ſcene I was ſoon removed. A chariot, 
the firſt I had ever ſeen, came one 
morning to carry me from the hum- 
ble cot of Jannette Froville, but I was 
not willing to go, I ſat down, took 
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my tame kid in my lap, and watched 
my nurſe as ſhe wandered round the 
houſe to collect my cloaths. The 
tears rolled ſo ſwiftly through her 
eyes the hardly could diſcern what ſhe 
ſought : nor did the coachman and 
ſervants appear to me half ſo manly 
in their taudry liveries as my dear 
plebeian Froville, who had ſo often 


taken me on his knee and warmed my 


infant hands in his boſom on a froſty 


morning, while he preſſed his ruddy 


lips to my cheek. No,“ ſaid 1, 
„the chariot ſhall go back till Jan- 
5 gette has done crying.“ 


Me muſt not drive back without 


& you,” replied the coachman. 


7 1 would fain ſtay here till the 
«© lambs are weaned; beſides ** kid 


« will pine to death,” | 
All 


* 


1 
| 
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Wy my childiſh objections were 
-over-ruled. Farmer Froville and his 


wife Jannette wept and prayed over 
me, and I was at laſt, with much re- 
luctance, parted from all I then held 


dear, except my little tame kid, to 
whom I had given the name of Mayo, 


and who I earneſtly requeſted ſhould 
be my companion in the chariot. This 


was diſcuſſed elaborately by the ſer- 


vants; the coachman ſcorned to be 
the coachman of a kid, and the foot- 


man gave a ſupercilious ſmile at my 
idea of his riding behind one; but I 


reſolved to be maſter in this caſe, I 


had no ſenſe of bleſſings in future, 


my heart was palpitating with its pre- 
ſent affections; I had enough to 
ſtruggle with without being troubled 


with the impertinence of theſe men, 
and. conquered them only by (what 
they called) ſullen obſtinacy. The 


chariot. 
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Chariot rolled away my eyes kept in 
view the houſe of Jannette, where 
health and innocence had foſtered me; 
it gradually receded; ſhe waved her 
bandkerchief, I faw her no more. 
The tuſt of trees that ſtood near our 
orchard, under which our ſheep had 
gathered at noon, were rapidly paſſed 
by, and Mayo, though he loved me 
beſt, gave a farewell cry to his fleecy 
companions. Happy! happy ſcene! 
Thy joys were 205 and thy evils 
few. 


Our journey was long, the ſervants 
were dull; I was melancholy, and 
my kid, I believe, would rather have 

been ſkipping from rock to rock, than 
ſhut up with a fellow traveller fo ini- 
mical to his lively nature. Our con- 
ductors, however, grew chearful on 


entering the capacious domains of 
their 
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their maſter, , of whom they ſpoke 
with reverence and love, and whoſe 


name was Count de Marſan. This 


nobleman was ready to receive me. 
He threw open the chariot door, 


caught me in his arms, and would 
have carried me into his houſe, but I 


was holding Mayo by a blue ribband, 
which was twiſted round my hand. 


Finding himſelf tacitly condemned to 
carry us both, he applauded my ten- 
derneſs, and ſe me gently on my 


feet. 


c Jannette Froville told me ſhe 


«© was not my mother. Are you my 


66 1 7 that "ou Kiſs 1 me Ari "Li 


* — 


am 0 ſaid the Gentleman: 
but while I exiſt, you ſhall not 


4 want a father,” 


14 And will you provide op little 


© Mayo?” 


Vor. I. . 
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© I will love Mayo, becauſe you 


© love him Lou muſt be educated; 


your kid ſhall be fed.“ EP 


© J can read my Bible, Sir. Is 
*© not that education, is not that 
' enough?” 


© I will ſhew you our large parks, 


© the deer, the great canal; with 
me you ſhall-obterve the riſing and 


* ſetting of the ſun and moon; ſtill 


* you may read your Bible. 


I was contented. 


After being led through the varie- | 


gated ſcenes that preſented themſelves 


in ſucceſſion to my dazzled imagina- 


tion, taught to obſerve the opening 
buds of nature, tints of the flower, 


bark, and paintings in the gallery, 1 
was careſſed, treated with ſweetmeats, 


and 


P 
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and ſent to the firſt ſchool in Rochelle. 


Here, after acquiring the love of 
ſome of my ſchool-fellows by my 
gentleneſs, and the fear of the refrac- 
tory by my. ſeverity, I fat down qui- 
etly to my ſtudies, and dearly did I 
ſoon prize the hours of meditation! 
Nineteen ſummer ſuns had glided 
away, when I returned to my Guar- 
dian full of vigour, - and free from 
vice. This ineſtimable friend poſſeſſ- 
ed every accotnpliſhment. He was 
polite, but he was fincere, While he 
charmed by his manners, he enforced 
that probity which dignifies man. I 
loved him. He pointed my ſtrong 
ideas. He watched over my mind as 
its powers expanded; from the fallaey 
of conjecture he led me to demon- 
ſtration; from the heat of prejudice 
to ſerenity of judgment; from ſuper- 
ſtition to morality; and while he 
F 2 held 


— wt 


160 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, * 


held to my reaſon the volume of the 


world, taught me to pity the feeble. 
Life is ſhort, the poor pittance 
<-of ſeventy years is not worth being 


a villain for: what matters it if 


your neighbour lay interred in a 
© ſplendid tomb. Sleep you with in- 
© -nocence : look behind you through 
© 'the tracts of time, a vaſt deſart of 
© unnumbered ages lies open in the 
retroſpect. Through this deſart 


have your forefathers journeyed on, 
< till wearied with years and ſorrow 


© they ſank from the walk of man. 
© You muſt leave them where they 
© fell, and you are to go only a little 
c further, where you will find eternal 
< reſt. Whatever you may encounter 


between the cradle and the grave, 


© -be not diſmayed. The univerſe is 
in endleſs motion, every moment 


1 
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big with innumerable events, which 


come not in ſlow. ſucceſſion, but 


burſting forcibly from a revolving 
and unknown cauſe, fly over this 
orb with | diverſified influence: 
ſhould you be plunged into diſ- 
agreeable circumſtances, from thoſe 


very circumſtances may another be 


at that moment riſing to the ſummit 
of his good fortune; ſo may your 
neighbour's inconvenience prove 
beneficial to. you.. None can know 
the eternal purpoſe of exiſtence z: 
but there is a grand equilibrium pre- 
ſerved by one mighty chain of de- 
pendencies.. Look. then at the uni- 
verſe; limit not the view of yaur 


ſoul to one hemiſphere; and aſk 


your reaſon, if, in ſuch awful re- 


volutions of worlds and their inha-- 


bitants, pain and pleaſure muſt not 


conſtitutionally affect YOu. Be ever 5 
| . 8 
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« fearleſs ; - yield reluctantly to the 
« paſſions, increaſe the regions of the 
mind, and know that as you have 
* no will to reſiſt the power of death, 
death can be no evil further than it 
c affects the imagination. To ſleep, 
© to go through various changes, or 
© to wake everlaſtingly, is equally in- 
dependent of your will. Theretore 
chearfully truſt the future, and only 
dread the act that may wound your 
eſtabliſhed rectitude of thought!“ 


— 


BY 


I bowed to my dear Inſtructor, my 


-youthful heart held his admonitions ; 


they grew with my years—Hills, 


'tocks, rivers, the waving of the 


woods, and fertility of the vales, 
"yielded tranſport to my unfullied 
mind: and as I thus revelled filently 
in the rich exuberance of nature, I 
felt myſelf capable of the wildeſt 
adoration. 
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adoration. Bleſt is .the mind that 
early feels the influence of inſtruction ! - 


Soon! much too ſoon came manhood 


with his hardy privileges. I panted 
to ſtrike upon the world as a merito- 


rious character. Rural imagery en- 


chanted my fancy, while the voice of 
Fame ſeemed to call me from afar. 
Divine is the origin of-Fame !. ſhe 
breathes the deſire of immortality into 


the ſoul of man. 


My Gen had mentioned two 
amiable ſons whom TI never had the 
pleaſure of knowing, They were 


. educated at St. Omers, under the 


care of an affect ionate uncle, who. 


had adopted them as equal heirs to 
his vaſt fortune. A letter arrived, 


in which the vpe per 
miſſion of their father tõ accompany 
the Duke of B who was then 


F 4 going 
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going abroad. The Count, with 
apparent regret, ſacrificed his ten 
derneſs to the glory and improvement 
of his children, and received their 
acknowledgments. The dignity: of 
- lavguage obſerved by thoſe young 
_ gentlemen warmed my attentive ſoul, 
as I liſtened to their prayers breathed 
for the preſervation of their beloved 
parent. To Emily, who was, receiv- 
ing her education in the ' convent. of 


ternal love. I bluſhed at the idea of 
__— life idly. 


"Mb Satin was a man of tho 
firſt diſtinction in France, he diſap- 


his country, but he was brave, and 
firm to attachments he once had 


{ reiterated murmurs prevailed over 
SD | 5 * the 


St 


St. * * * * 4 they ſent tokens of fra- 


proved much of the conſtitution of 


formed. Combinations, plots, and 


| 
' 4 
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the kingdom. Lettres de cachet were 
conſidered as the moſt odious mark 
of audacious tyranny, while the farm- 
ing of land in the interior parts oc”. 
caſioned, among the lower claſs of 
people, the moſt acute penury.. My 
Guardian, as an individual, had no 
power of revoking the ſtatutes, nor 
had he the. wiſh of aſſaſſirating his 
King merely. becauſe. he: was thrown. 
as an hereditary. and; guiltleſs em- 
blem of order. into the lap of pre-- 
, eminence... Law- is the cement of: 
ſociety. Law forms degrees of power, 
and by. neceſſary gradation power 
ſinks to the cottage from the throne · 
Nor muſt power be ſuffered to ſport 
wantonly on that dangerous ſummit; 
while the. tus ſoberly, her. influence 
is nouriſhing, and millions baſk in 
her well-regulated favours... Without 
her, order, ſo beloved, lo. cheriſhed 
1 by. 
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by mankind, cannot exiſt; and a King, 
that thing ſo hated, ſo feared, ſo re- 
verenced and ſo loved, is but by ac- 
-» cident as a common watchman; and 
whether ſociety be awakened to its 
duties by many watchmen, or by 
one, is not worthy the diſcuſſion of 
the wiſe. The Duke of B*#*#®*#®* had 
taken the miniſterial ſide from policy, 
and was now preparing to leave it— He 
"viſited my Guardian; I was introduc- 
ed; the Duke appeared ſtruck by 
my figure. I was not leſs fo with 
him, his gallant deportment, his per- 
ſuaſive eloquence darted enthuſiaſms 
through my frame, and I ſecretly 


P ._ *Withed to ſhare his glory; when he 


took leave I followed him inſenfibly 
long the court. My hat fell from 
my hand, without perceiving it, I 
walked till an attendant delivered it 
to me and received my thanks; 

| hu when, 
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when, at the ſound of my voice the 

Duke looked back, my eyes were fix-, 
ed on him, he politely demanded if. 
© his power could ſerve me? 


6 Take me with you,” replied! I: 
_ eagerly, let me fight for you, let 
* me die when you die! 
© Gallant-youth, have you reflected 
on the horrors of war: have you 
© reconciled: yourfelf :. to the ſhame 
of defeat, have you taught your 
6 heart to.. reſtrain the exultation of- 
victory? All are dangerous to the 
. ©. untried ſoldier; the advantages of 
conqueſt are too often converted 
into cruelty, and defeat has many 
ſorrows; among - which, ill timed 
* ſhame is not the leaſt: return, con- 
* ſult the Count de Marſan, you ſhall-- 

F. 6 een. 
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hear from me, you deſerve. not 


neglect. 


How noble was this frankneſs in 


one who was unverſed in courtly cere- 
mony, or at leaſt had forgotten it.— 
The Nan departed. 


. May I go to the wars?” faid 1 
to my Guardian on entering the par- 
lour— Will you grieve? Promiſe 
„ me you will not, and I will immedi- 
„ ately prepare for the field. But 


% my dear, my kind parent, for ſo 


„J muſt call you, if my company 
or converſation can ſoften your 
6 hours Iwill not go—No, my heart 
é is fully devoted to you, and claims 


no ſuperior objet—Ah ! Sir— 


is where may I find your equal in 
“ this uneven world?“ My Guar- 


dien was affected ; he could not re- 
ſolve 


by 
| 
f 
; 


| 
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folve at that moment to part with 


me, but promiſed to inform my 


friends of my inclination, and re- 
queſted me to be ſatisfied with tis, 


aſſiduities and his truth. 


« I am not tieongble of doubting 


* you, my excellent Monitor; yet, 
tell me, O tell me where 1 may 
find * father !” | 


© Be not precipitate, you may 


prove the deſtruction of yourſelf 
and friends: beware of dangerous 


© curioſity ; you may one day know. 
your father - (here my Guardian 


ſighed deeply.) He may preſs you 
to his boſom.— He cannot love you 
more than I do; ſaying this, while 
2 tear ſtole down his cheek, he. re- 
tired. 


Man 


| Io _ + THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


Man muſt ſacrifice hourly for his 
; Exiſtence. He muſt bid his wiſhes 
die as they ariſe : they grow by be- 
ing fed, till in the multiplicity peace 
is loſt, ſince not one in three can, 
during his ſhort period of time, be 
fulfilled. I was obliged to forego 
«my thirſt for military honour, toge- 
ther with the deſire of knowing my 
father—I took my: Seneca, and read 
my cares away. T 


Reading gently Tulls the perturbed: 
ſpirit, yet, we frequently feel an im- 

Patience ariſing from diſappointment or 

deſpair, which too forcibly withdraws. 

us from this. beſt bleſſing. | In con- 

verſing with the venerable ſage whoſe 

- ſpirit. whiſpers through every line, 

we become reconciled to unpleaſant. 

circumſtances. In runniog back we 

learn. 
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learn that the brave and good have 
ever felt in common with mankind, 


When evening approached, a car- 
riage driving . haſtily through the 
court, rouzed me from my medita- 
tions; my Guardian ran to the door, 
and a beautiful girl ſprang to his 
arms—It was Emily.—I had alſo ad- 
vanced, but ſtepped back that I might 
lay no reſtraint on endearments ſo 
tender and facred. Amidſt broken 
expreſſions of joy and enquiries, 
which waited no reply, the father 
uſhered his lovely daughter to an 
apartment adjoining that I had en- 
| tered; her brothers became the ſub- 
ject of her firſt enquiries : my Guar- 
dian gave her a brief account of their 
intended route with the Duke of 
of B***#*, when ſhe replied, © I 
© hoped to have found my brothers 
| 1 © here, 
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0 3 my dear father; my ſelf-love 


8. en oF 


It F inding plat: under the neceſſity 
of over-hearing the converſation of 
Emily and her father, I immediately 


took my hat and ſtrolled down the gar- 
den; not that I was unintereſted in 


perhaps blinded my reaſon—I could 
© not improve them, I could not 
teach them the hard leſſons of the 


any delight my Guardian could taſte, 


but I thought it unmanly to remain 


within hearing of. two, perſons, who 
were pouring, out their ſentiments, 
unconſcious, of, my ſituation-—deli- 
cacy is due to all. Chance directed 
my ſteps to a bower of woodbines. 
El threw. myſelf on the bank, and 
ſighed for a father into whoſe boſom I 

- might ruſh, as Emily did to my Guar- 
dian's. The whole expanſe was full 
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of beauty, it waited for the melting 
touch of a Claude-Loraine, before 
whom Nature ever lay in charming 


luxuriance. I was contraſting the 
lily with the roſe, when my Guar- 
dian, who had lightly ran over the 


turf, accoſted me. — I enquired why 


his ſons did not accompany his late 
illuſtrious viſitor, he told me the 
Duke only came to ſee me. 


© But come, my hatred friend 5 
J have a gueſt to whom I muſt in- 
troduce you: ſhe is worthy your 
protection, and to your honour I 
could for ever confide my Emily.“ 


I congratulated this worthy. man 
on the treaſures he poſſeſſed in his 
children.—He introduced me; and 
1 faluted Emily with an agitation 
never felt before. Her converſation 
| was 
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was directed to her father, my ear 


hung on her accents, my eyes on her 


face, till ſhe ſuddenly threw.a glance 

. that ſtruck me to the ſoul. Abaſh- 
ed, I turned towards the window, 
while a ſignificant ſilence heightened 
the confuſion of my ſenſes Les, 
there are delicious moments, when 
ſilence muſt be felt, and the heart 


{wells wich that fine delirium which 


ariſes from the hope of being ſecret- 
1y underſtood. !- Vet- what did I wiſh 
Emily to underſtand. ?—I had never 
before ſeen her: my feelings had 
not progreſſively grown into love, 


nor had there been time for creat- 


ing eſteem in the boſom of the charm- 
ing maid ; what then were my wiſhes 2. 
had but one, it was that of for 
ever liſtening while ſhe ſtole my 


peace. Night ſummoned me to re- 


tire Ather to my books or reſt—I 
| choſe. 
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choſe the former. Hence hoary 
adviſer ! ſaid I, throwing the vener- 
able Antoninus from my hand; thou 
art much too cold; my heart is 
burning! Happy had 1 been could 
my ſtrength of mind have proved 
ſufficient to oppoſe this languor ere 
it grew oppreſſive ! My judgment, 
my underſtanding, and even my thirſt 
for glory were weakened : So was I 
formed, and my internal conflicts 1 
fear will end but with my life ! 


Ye, who would ſurmount the pleaſe 
ing - melancholy of the tender paſ- 
fion, ſeek not ſolitude ! her "ſhades 
are deluſive! Peace is not within 
them ! There will the image of your 
ſoul engroſs you ; from thence will 
the world and its boiſterous atten- 
dants be ſhut out, and you will feed 
on the delicious poiſons of memory 

till 
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till you languiſh life away !—I was 
- reſtleſs through the night, aroſe in 
the morning before the family were 
moving, and roved over the adjacent 
| hills: The (dew lurked gliſtening 

in the boſom of the cowſlip, the 
birds broke not their ſong at my 


approach, my heart was grateful for 
its exiſtence: the words of my Guar- 


dian 0 your honour I could for ever 


© confide my Emily, were impreſſed deep- 
ly on my mind. Was there not. a 


Warning in the generous ſentiment ? 


Yes! He had ſuddenly appealed, 


be had made a league with my ho- 
nour for the future: ſecurity of his 
- , deſerving child! His boundleſs con- 
. fidence proved the eſtimate he had 


formed of my principles, and ought 


* 
o 
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from the noble candour of the father, 


ud 


to have given me delight. On the 


contrary, I ſaw difficulties riſing 


a. 
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to check my infant paſſion for the 
daughter; he had bequeathed her to 
m y honour not to 155 nn 0 | 


O, how induſtrious is a human 
mind in creating ſelf affliction, and 
refining on it by the force of imagi- 
nation, till we no longer ſtruggle 
with unutterable love, but willingly 
ſink to reſt ! Under this fickneſs of the 
fancy does many a tender and de- 
licate maid en like a chilled 
flower ! 


Ruminating thus on the feebleneſs 
of nature, I had ftrayed, I had in- 
ſenfibly ſtrayed to the brow of a de- 
clivity down whoſe ſloping verdure 
no human foot had paſſed: I en- 
deavoured to deſcend, but was ob- 
ſtructed in my wanderings by a huge 
rock, on whofe rough and aged ſides 
N 6 the 
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the goats played wantonly ; conceiv- 
ing it impaſſable, I pauſed a few 
moments, drinking the ecſtaſy of 
infant day, and was about to return, 
when I ſaw a pale ſmoke ariſe. ſeem- 
ingly from the entrails of this tre- 
mendous precipice. All was. ſtill, 
ſave the melody of the groves; and 
my fancy was purified by the ſweet 


ſalubrity around, nor was pity the 


weakeſt of my ſenſations: I imagined 
the ſmoke muſt aſcend from the ca- 


bin of ſome miſerable woodman whoſe 


hard fate confined him to this ſe- 
_ . queſtered dwelling, ; an amiable wife, 
perhaps unoffending children, ſuffer 


with him, ſaid IL to myſelf, and why 


muſt the harmleſs peaſant ſigh in 
vain far the neceſſaries of life? Impreſ- 
ſed by the workings. of compaſſion, 


I again attempted to find an oblique 


paſſage - the effort was unavailing- my 
way 
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way was cut off by the horrid pro- 


jections of the rock, and the ſmoke 
gradually dying away ceaſed to direct 
my curious eyes; I ſat myſelf down, 
lamenting the calamities of innumer- 
able beings, who, fixed by natural ne- 
ceſſity diſtant from the pale of ſo- 
ciety, pine unpitied and unſeen in 
want even of frugal bleſſings. The 
languiſhments peculiar to the votaries 


of luxury are by the ruſtic villager 


unfelt, but as a forfeit for his ſtronger 


joys, he often needs both food and 


raiment. I looked up to the ſun. 


Bright comforter ! the feeble and 
the aged love thee! the wiſe and' 
the fooliſh love thee? thy mighty 
maſter commands thee to bleſs the- 
ſhepherd and the King, the pome- 
grante and the acorn are welcome to 
thy rays! 


I had 


* 


at his feet. Reverence with-held me 
Where was the infidel who dared 
to intrude in a moment ſo ſublime ! 
From the place of my concealment, 


ſtooped, drank, filled a bottle haſtily 
with the refreſhing element; and, 
after plucking a few wild berries 
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I had not gazed long on the luminary 
of the world, when I ſaw a ladder 
rifing ſlowly towards the ſummit of 
the rock; I aroſe haſtily and con- 
cealed myſelf behind ſome ſhrubs, 
that I might not terrify, by my un- 
expected appearance, the ſolitary ad- 
venturer, who, I ſuppoſed, was aſ- 
cending. A tall majeſtic figure alight- 
ed on the turf, kneeled, and gave 
his morning oriſons to the Father of 
Ages. I could have thrown myſelf 


1T-:traced him to a neighbouring ri- 
vulet, whoſe murmurs were invita- 
tions to her. thirſty viſitor, He 


from 
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from the humble buſhes, returned 
to his ladder, Soon as he was be- 


low the ſurface of the earth, I ran 


in a bending attitude, ſeized. the top 
of the ladder, and however rude the 


action might immediately appear, de- 
ſcended, before he had time to re- 


move it from the rock. Amazement 
and diſpleaſure darkened the features 
of the ſtranger, he boldly ſhook me 
by the breaſt, and declared his readi- 
neſs to take ny. life or guard his 
own. 


uh [capertivent curioſity, Sir,” ſaid 


1, © has no place in my boſom.; I 
© feel a nobler ſentiment. I own I 
ce did not expect to meet a man of 


«© your demeanour, but [ expected 


to find affliction, and reſolved to 
4s foſters it. ; 


vol. + G *f Generous 
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© Generous youth!“ (loofing me 


from his manly graſp) © you have 
met afffiction with all her attendant 
© horrors ?—but leave me! = take ad- 


vantage of the means by which you 


have deſcended, or you may in- 
© volve yourſelf with one long de- 
8 voted to deſtruction: leave me, 


© young man, or you will be un- 


s de 


Thoſe words were uttered with an 
emphaſis which, inſtead of daunting 
my reſolves, intereſted my affections; 
I faw no danger, and if I had, no- 
thing but the poſitive command of 
this recluſe ſhould have forced me 


from him. 


cc The rules of honour and polite- 
« neſs oblige me to retire, Sir, if 


60 you ſo earneſtly wiſh it,—Adieu ! 
— 
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c My heart feels oppreſſed at 
e leaving you thus: believe me I 


© would rather embrace danger in 
00 aſhſting you.” 


1 


The ftranget pauſed : caſt his eyes 
towards a caverti in the diſtant part 
of the rock, and was loſt in heſita- 

tion. —eizing the momentary filence, 
I W 


0 5 If the cauſe ef your ſecluſion 
« from mankind be of an atrocious 
©& nature, my boſom ſhall be the 
grave of human frailty; I will 
t ſwear never to divulge your affairs, 
though the colour of them may 
0 3 TON" to forſake 


_ 


«1 am no villain, (turned he) 
I am only the victim of tyranny | 
02 „„ 
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© and misfortune. | Such had fate. de- 
« fi gned me before my infant eyes 
were open to the light. I am ſen- 
© ſible of your not haying power to 
« injure me, and am only fearful of 
your ſharing ' my hapleſs deſtiny. 
ge not alarmed, I am an exile 
© from the ſocial. joys of man, but 
© let us not anticipate evil Vou af- 
© ford me a faint delight—a delight 
* which I may never taſte again; we 
will not therefore embitter tranſient 
1 happineſs by poor diſtruſt. En- 
deavouring to appear ſelf. collected, 
1. togk me by the hand.— 


5 Cine ik me, you wall be- 
< hold the accommodations of a 
< prince: you ſhall learn that royalty 
e 5s the trapping of fools, given by 
< adulation and worn in vain by mor- 
< tal. beings; yes, you ſhall: be con- 
-) "IP * yinced 


' 


S 
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„ vinced that a prince, ſtripped of 
his gaudy appendages, is but the 
8 0 of miſery.” 


An obedicnee; which owed nothing 
to my will, influenced my motions. 
I followed involuntarily, without once 
replying to my unknown monitor. 
We entered the cave; his little fire 
had not entirely ſpent itſelf; the embers 
gathered brightneſs from the contraſt- 
ing gloom, but not ſufficient to direct 
my eye to the end of this cavern. 
Looking round with penſive curioſity, 
I ſaw no royal accommodations, ex- 
cept a ſmall picture of the King of 
France in a niche, rudely formed by 
nature in the rock. Perceiving it 
had arreſted my attention, he was 
much agitated; and wildly: exclaim- 
ed; © Ah, Sir! "RUSS | ſhould have no 
0 * brothers", FDA D 
3989169 ? G.3 S 
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Seating himſelf on the damp 
gravel, of which the floor of this 
lonely habitation was compoſed, he 
was. for ſome minutes filent and for- 
getful of my preſence, nor could [ 
obtrude a fingle enquiry on a ſub- 
jeR which affected him ſo deeply. I 
at length made ſome incoherent re- 
marks on the difficulty he muſt ex- 
ne in procuring ſood.— 


ty Yonder, pointing down an emi- 
nence, © lives my provider,'—1 did 
not comprehend. him ; but leading 
me from the entrance of the cave to 
a more eligible (pot, he made me 
diſcern a little hut near the ſea-ſhore, 
and rem his Rory ; 
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2 There dwells a ſimple fiſherman, 
who ſecking a ftrayed lamb his chil- 


' ; had ramely” bred up in his 
= c cattage, 
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« cottage, met me by chance as I 
© was wildly roving through - the 
* wood, my ſword was in my hand, 
« deſpair and horror- in my whole 
© deportment ; his timidity brought 
© me to a recollection that man is 
only amiable when impreſſed by 
© the influence of ſocial love. I 
' © baniſhed his diſmay, and he pro- 
_ © cured me food.” 


£ What great occurrence brought 
& you to this ſcene of miſery, why 
« not fly from a ſolitude, income» 
© patible with an exalted mind?“ 


* You know me not; my hours. 
© were early marked, and every ſtep 
© I take is not in. the common path 
of man. The ſcene before me is 
'< ſorrowfully diſtinguiſhed, but I have 
6 . to. ſuppoſe it will be ſhort.” 
G 4 1 now 


123 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


| I now conjectured this ſtranger 
| muſt have been convicted of treaſon, 
and that a price was ſet on his head: 

I never conceived what we politically 
term treaſon to be a fin apainſt the 
Deity, and was ſtill reſolved ſecretly 
to bear him in the arms of friendſhip 
to Tp comfort heaven had allotted 


For reaſons of ſtate have I been 
* a Priſoner from my birth. I was 
born in the year ak BC 


EL <Through. my Hh of childhood, 
© T knew no affliction but that kind of 
© reſtraint which ſeems more watchful 
a than ſevere.  I' was not even ſenſi- 


© ble of my being a ftate priſoner, as 
* it was impoſſible for me to be guilty 
c- of a crime. I believed my Tutor 


© to o be my real father ; 5. my education 
wy: | * was 
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c. was equal to that of the Dauphin. 
I was, nat ſenfible of rough ambi- 
72 tion, but L became the prey of ge- 
nerous love: my Tutor had. a friend 
90 of the houſe; of B.*# *# who vi- 
ſited, and brought with him a ſiſter. 

Noble ſentiments, elegance of man- 
erz: and beauty, Were hers. The. 
mpreſſion ſhe was formed to make 
was mine; an impreſſion only to be 
© eraſed by death l for ſome months 

| © languiſhed in filence for the lovely 
'© .maid.., I dared not, hope! The. 
| «vigilance : of - my Tutor increaſed 
with my years, and I daily became 
ſenſible that I was held in fetters, . 
* though inviſible to my comprehen- 
-*.fion was the power who ruled me. 
»The walls of the garden, in whien 
I was uſed to range, were raiſed to 
2 terrific height, and ſo many pre- 

« cautions taken, that a gloom wus 

eiii 
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* thrown over the ſcene of my infant 
joys -I became melancholy—the 
beautiful Eleanora perceived it, and 
endeavoured to alleviate the ſadneſs 
ſhe could not cure. During her 
ſtay (which was intended for ſome 
months) with my Tutor, ſhe charm- 
ed, while me increaſed the tomults 
of my ſoul. Unable to tear her 
from my heart, or ſuppreſs its emo - 
tions, I one day threw myſelf at 
her feet, and breathed the ſtrain of 
love. The moment was precious—1 
could promiſe myſelf but few, and 
© paſſionately appealed to her ity ; 
© pity ſhe beſtowed, but female deli- 
cacy ſtarted objections and fears in 
© her inexperienced boſom. She of- 
'© fered me her eſteem; nay, more, 
© her inviolable friendſhip, and my 
« eager ſoul exulted in the teſtimonies 
© ſhe gave of both, But who ſhall 
1 | s ſer 
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© ſet bounds to mutual attachment; 
© Who quench the ever-burning flame 
©. of ſympathy !! We loved, adored,. 
< and while my Tutor was called. to 
& on political affairs, I gave 
© my parole of honout to his ſubſti- 
_ © tute, bribed him. profuſely, and tho 
charming Eleanora became mine by 
6. a. private marriage. From this. 
union ſprang inexpreſſible delight, 
<. tranſport hoarded but in remem- 
2 brance; for, oh! my real testen, 
are no more a 


A pauſe, in 2 memory, E 
feared, was too powerful, ſucceeded: 
_ thaſe complainings—1 willingly gave 


him a tear. When did tears relieve 


the ſufferer for nn. fall ?— He 
n 
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c 


»The delicate ſtate of my dear 
Eleanora ſoon made a removal ne- 
ceſlary. I gloried in the approach- 
ing event, but was diſtracted how 
to conceal it. My wife, with that 
magnanimity which ever ſupports 
virtue, was willing to dare the cen- 
ſure of the world for the man ſhe 
loved, in denying her marriage; 
I could not yield to this idea. 1 
could not ſo meanly ſtab refinement, 
and reſolved to declare myſelf to 
her brother, when he ſhould next 


vii my Tutor. 


R The Duke of B*##® was * 


ſeſſed of true grandeur. He ſtood 


aloof from the contagion of preju- 
dice, while ſhe led her blinded vic- 
tims through the world. His foul, 
Independent and alone formed her 
** of thought, and to him I re- 

« vealed 
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5 vealed our marriage Generous vir- 
© tue (ſaid this noble friend) will ever 
be the baſis of my ſiſter's happineſs. 
© Dearly as I love her, the has in- 
© creaſed! her value, by giving me 
© fuch a brother. I will ſhare your 
© cares, and you n. _"_ my for- 
© tune,” 192 
After embracihg me with affec-. 
© tion, he thanked me for my confi- 
© dence, and ſwore never to abuſe it. 
My wife returned to his ſeat in the 
country, where my ſon was born. 
© But, -unhappily, a domeſtic had 
© heard this laſt converſation, ' and 
© flew with it to the ear of my Tutor, 
© whoſe terrors I thought quite unne- 
© ceffary to the occafion. He queſ- 
* tioned me on the ſubject: I queſ- 
© tioned him in return; and as I found 
y he had gained knowledge of the af- 
« fair, 
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fair, did not deny it. Almighty 
© love gave me intrepidity. I would 
F not have exchanged the tender 
* names of huſband and of father for 
« the crown. of France! Ah, Sir! 
©. ſhort was my fond. exultation.! only 
c à few months had paſſed on, when 
© the Duke came haſtily, ſpent with 
< fatigue, and diſſolved in tears, to 
inform. me his fiſter was, with my 
c infant ſon, conveyed from his man- 
2 ſion by an order of State, and the 
| c only conſolation afforded him, was: 
_< the aſſurance that both. ſhould be 
provided for within the pales of 
E nobility, but muſt never more be 
« mine. Snatching the ſword of the 
6 Duke, (whom: I ſhall henceforth. 
© term my brother,) I ran. to my 
Tutor, and ſeizing him with all the 
© madneſs.of. a man grown deſperate 
K 1 injuries, nee an explana- 
5 tion 
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tien {bf bis myfleriobs ebndück 
Opening his boſom, he ſtood before 
* me, dauntleſs in his truſt, and ve- 
„ nerable id virtue, but | filent —Si- 
© lent 4s the grave! nor could the 
fear of death, though 1 too rudely 

'© threatened him, extort the cauſe of 
my wrongs I could not kill him f 
I had long loved him! and he ap- 
x peared to me, at this moment, hke 
* ſomething divine, though pre-emi- 
--6 nently "wretched !—Conquered by 
his looks, I: threw myſelf down, 
and burſt into tears! My Tutor 
Kkneeled, wept over me, and echoed 
back my ſighs, but ſtubbornly ſup- 
preſſed every other expreſſion. 
Wbile indulging this dreadful an- 
© guiſh, we were ſurrounded by the 
guards, who had entered the houſe 

* purpoſely to convey us into ftrict 

** confinement, I now grew obſtinate 


© with 
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«with deſpair. Life, had loſt its va-. 
« < Jus, and I felt only for this worthy | 
man, Who was to languiſh in priſon. 
with me; his loyalty and truth 
c availed him not-. After feebly 
* ſtruggling with age and, fettets, be 
« .felt-himſelf dying. My heart was 
c torn with the mingled. agony: of im- 
- patience, ſorrow, and ,indigyation, , 
"©. as 'L beheld, him finking from me. 
KC ET -did; I hang over him, 
c, watch his broken flumbers, and. in- 
c © dulged: ſome little comfort owhan te - 
opened hig eyes. He was! ſtnſible 
0 of my affectiou I had. been formed 
£ by; him; and he ptized the heart 
« himſelf had rendered incapable of 
© diſguiſe... As: I bathed his pillow . 
with my bear he addrefeg: me in 
< A kaum voice: 7 + Tal or „eie . 


eo ; 4 A $ XZ > q 2 *. * : J 
8 3 1 1 . tO. 
* « _ . 
o * 1 8 - 
— Fg . 

e *y 2 + *. 6 7 
# L OY 4 ++ * * 5 2 - 1 4 
. 1 4; CI ; L 

# 4 „ Bir. 
F , 


FOR — . — 
n — n — ATA "_— 
n. 4 nne . n a % 1 6 =_ 
: Lia >; od da the ont a nn o S I 4 4 = 
. . ES =l or A nes wa, Tn ee o x LS n e eee pt * 1 1 
— — — 8 Cx p a, 7 "Nv FOE Mo . 2 

* ” 29 . a Te RR AS oe 8 5 F 

LT OT * JO OT oe 1 2 

— 


Tn ROYAL "CAPTIVES. 137 

© Names and titles are ſounds; I 
© never made you acquainted with 
them: IL. ſwore never to do it whilſt 
I lived, but I have made you ac- 
© quainted with vourſelf; I have 
© taught you to obſerve the futility of 


human action, and the feebleneſs of 
© your nature. I now warn you to 


* refiſt ambition; her ſnares are 
* ſpreading for you. Yield her do- 


© minion to others—You are too good 
do be her flave.— 1 muſt leave you, 


© and the only regret I feel at this 
© awful moment is,- that I muſt leave 
you here; but your life, I have 
6 reaſon to think, will be held ſacred 
© during the life of Louis XIV. 


Should he die childleſs, forget not 


„my warnings. Numberleſs: joys 
« ſpring from the bochen of the world 
for thoſe who can enjoy them in 
"WP" Adieu ! my dear Henry ! 

| : * Should 


* 


i Naar 
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© Should you in time know the ſecret 
© of your birth, keep that knowledge 
© to yourſelf ; by appearthg ignorant, 
© you may be moſt ſafe. Do not 
« practiſe deceit; but every man has 
« a right to be ſilent on his own af- 
fairs. Tranquillity, that hath ever 
gilded my unimpaſſioned hours, 
now falls ſweetly on my ſenſes, 
When I awake to new exiſtence, 
my Creator will not make me miſer- 
able. Unheedful of human opi- 
© nion, to Him alone I am refigned— 
© Once more! Once more !—PFare- 
© well for ever 


_ © Prefling my hand . gently, he 
C looked benignly in my face, and 
« yielded to Nature all ſhe could 
© claim from him. 


i e e. 
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Jo deſeribe the horrors that ſtared 
on my afflicted ſpirit, at this dread- 
ful ſeparation, is impoſſible! My 
* fancy became wild, and brought 
* none but ugly images. Suicide 
: ſeemed to offer itſelf as my ſole 
conductor to everlaſting reſt—And 
where will my Eleanora find a com- 
forter ! ſaid I, ſtriking the candle - 
ſtick ſuddenly on the floor—The 
noiſe I made alarmed the ſentinel, 
w ho ſtood at the outſide of the door; 
he ruſhed in, and finding the cham- 
ber in darkneſs, called aloud to his 
© companions, who entering, ſaw me 
ſitting near the _ of my dear 
X e Monitor. 


K aA K aA A 


| c No digen Was 1 A 
[ 7 two gentlemen were appointed to 
attend my perſon, and to accompany 
me from that place of confinement, 
wage > c where 


| 
| 
; 
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4 ſplintered, Was entirely waſhed 


- 265 the pumps; and, on heaving tlie 
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76: where' he breathed his laſt, to a 
© more eligible one, after a diſmal 
4 . i 5 life of virieteen years, 

25 T 3 veſſel in which we Catbatked 
+ way? purſued by heavy ſtorms; and, 
Alfter ſtruggling five days and nights 
* with the: - tmpeſtubys"" elements, 

grew crazed; her rudder” being 


, away, her main-maſt went by the 
© board'; ſhe had ſprung a leak; all 
-© hands were in turn ſummoned: to 


lead, our ſoundings were only eight 
fauthoms from land. Night came on, 
© darkneſs increaſed dur terrots.” 1 
© was ſuffered freely to affiſt in the 
e tremendous ſeene; ; but the roating 
of the ſea, the ſhrieks of the wind 

in the rigging. together with the 
< prayers and blaſphemies of. the 
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e crew, ſtruck me with ſuch amaze- 
0 ment, that (ignorant whoſe order 
to obey, or what rope to pull): F 
jeaned on one of the hen-coops, 
8 and waited the moment that ſhould 
« plunge-us. in the deep! Before 1 
left the cabin, 1. had ſecured. a 
c ſword, and fixed it to my belt, in 
© which.I had concealed a ſmall caſłet 
given me by my Tutor a few hours 
before he departed. Except theſe 
"4 articles, and this reſemblance of 
« Louis, I had nothing of value, 
Night paſſed away, and dawn pre- 
ſented to our view yon huge pro- 
** montory, which you can with eaſe 
* diſcern to the weſtward, and of - 
: which we hoped to gain ſome craggy 
part; but from its foot runs out, 
6 beneath the waters, inviſible rocks ; 

1 unknown t to the moſt ſkilful mariner. 
4 There our wl reſigned her violent 
| 1 M motion 
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© motion for ſome moments—Thete 
© ſhe lay trembling on the waves like 
© a dying bird, and beneathe a rude | 
©fivetl-of water went down for ever! Y 
© Claſping the hen-coop, 1 was beat | 


© apainſt the rock I knew no more! | 


All vas calm when Iopened my eyes; 
as Llay on the beach, no veſſel ap- 
6 peared, no companion hailed me 
I gazed around, my eyes felt hea- 
* yilyg I was not grateful for exiſt- 
© ence, but looked wiſhfully at the 
< remorſeleſs ocean which had drank 
© my friends. How vacanit is the 
mind when the objects lately mov- 
© ing around us are ſuddenly gone 
© for ever !==No prayer, no unavail- 

ing murmur eſcaped my lips, ſuch 
« 1s the ſtupidity of man when be- 
* wildered by great extremes. I had 
© ſat penſively on the beach for ſome 
* Hours, the billows left me and my 
4 £ hen- 

6 
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© hen-coops none of my ſhip-mates 
C appeared; but my appetite for life, 
« ſecurity, and food, gradually awak- 
© encd, and at length grew acute. 
Not knowing where to find the lat- 
© ter, I was met by the fiſherman, 

* whoſe cabin is ſmall, and family 
numerous; nor would a refidence 
© beneath his roof be compatible with 
© my fortune or his ſafety, His head 
* might anſwer for his friendſhip to 
* me. My brother, the Duke of 
3B *, if till at Paris, will be 
© ſecret and faithful. To him I have 
written a brief account of my 
© fituation. The fiſherman has ven- 
* tured in his ſkiff to convey my 
© letters. I have promiſed to re- 
* ward him, and only wait his return, 
* when Ifhall quit my native land for 
ever. I am now forty years old, 

© and am a ſtranger to the world!? 
I now 
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I now concluded my unknown 
friend to be of diſtinguiſhed rank: he 
- wiſhed to know my place of reſidence, 
and by what accident I addiicovercd 


| * ren. 


1 SE} my :moraing. excurſion, 
banda him to command "= if J 
could alüſt him; and added, 


81 . 1 muſt leave you, e and 
e unfortunate ſtranger. I am dear 
C to the worthieſt of men, and ſhould 
ce feel regret in cauſing him one mo- 
, ment's pain: ſuffer. me to ſee you 
* once more! I will not prove ob- 
6 trufive; but I would encounter 
„ many evils to prove myſelf deſerv- 
« ing your confidence. Say I may 
, again privately viſit you in this 
% comfortleſs. aſylum, ſo unworthy 
40 its inhabitant.” 


| A melan- 
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A melancholy ſmile ſpread itſelf 
over the face of this in recluſe ; 3 
he. ph IH | 


11's fg generdas 19 oof ne 
c in the path of virtue! You will 
© prove a bleſſing to your parents 
In three days I expect my honeſt 
£ Fiſherman, you may command the 
© interval; Iwill expect you here.“ 


Raiſing my hand reſpectfully to his 
lips, he bade me adieu. I aſcended 
by his ladder,” and haſtened back to 
relieve my Guardian, whoſe alarms 
at my abſence I knew n be Ne 
erful. ö 


WMearied and thoughtful with this 
day's adventure, I at laſt got home. 
Surpriſe at my early departure in the 
morning, mixed with joy at my arri- 

Vol. I. 8 val, 
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val, were viſible in the countenance 
and manner of my Guardian. He 
queſtioned me mildy : I did not think 
myſelf at liberty to declare the con- 
cerns of an individual who had from 
true nobleneſs of ſoul confided in 
me. - Emily ran from the garden, 
where ſhe had been ſelecting a bou- 
quette, and with innocent frankneſs 
declared herſelf happy at my return. 


< Here” (ſaid ſhe, preſenting me 
the flowers ſhe had culled with taſte) 
J offer you the tribute of the day, 
friend of my father! they muſt 
one day die] and why not die 
< with you?“ 


. eie; to aſſume tranquilli- 
ty of manner, ſpecious, becauſe my 
heart was not nn, 1 e 
and 
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and placed the fragrant gift in my 
boſom. ; | 4 


« J will wear your flowers, and 
ce only with thoſe NA of beauty 
66 could live for e 8 


Lou ard my father in- 


forms me, your mind is noble, 
your principles pure, but why do 
* you fly me? my brothers would 


© not have left me ſo long; I muſt 


* ſoon return to my convent, why 
did you not ſhew me the irregular 
| charms of this romantic N ag 


A 


= 


© The midnight la bead, or full-ton'd. 
* choir, 

7 Whoſe mournful ſymphony i is heavy fighs _ 

© Of death-devoted maids: reſounds not here! 

Then lead me through the vale where _ 
hr ROT H8 | | 


Rich nectar from the buds of . We 
78 deep 


: ( 
H 2 6 Unſeen 


| 
[4 
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.«. Unſeen in myriads on the crocus? leaf 
Filled with the genial banquet, there the ſoul 
* Grows wild with heav'nly rapture! Nature 


© there | 
Spreads wide her gen'ral ſympathy! O come 
And view with me the flow'ry-footed morn 
* Bluſh with the glories of her riſing God!' 


As the pure orb of light draws the 
vapours from their parent earth, and 
converts them by his effulgence into 
bleſſings; ſo did this charming girl 
incorporate my foul with - hers, till it 
became refined even to anguiſh. Her 
eyes, full of innocence, were fixed on 
my face as ſhe. repeated thoſe lines 
with enthuſiaſm ; the eyes of her 
father ſhone. with the tear of fond 
delight; ; and he happily relieved 
my unbecoming filence, by requeſt- 
ing Emily to fayour him with, the, 
O's ww had prong QI offs; * 


: PSS IA Fan Ihe 


* „The 


D Bo 


S 
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© The book is very old, my dear 

Sir, the works of my author bave 

been extant for ages; I ſat on/your 
-bed of. violets, I read him there 

I gazed on the gaudy tulip, her 

lefſon was mine; imagination car- 

ried me through the variegated 
© mead. All nature taught me there! 
© Ina word, my deareſt father, J have 
© been from you ſo long, and am ſo 
© lately returned to your boſon, that 
© I could riſe on the clouds and dif- 
6; "000 the harmony T feel! 25 | 


K a © 


A «a 


6 


But oi author; Emily, TR not 
ſo een favoured me.“ 18 


* fancied my Guardian meant to 
be good- -naturedly. ſevere on his 
chearful daughter, but ſhe replied _ 
quickneſs.—“ O yes, my Lord, i 
various ways; Solitude is the Bae 
9 n of 
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of Contemplation, and Fancy is of- 
ficious in the abſence of our friends. 
Whilſt I was compoſing thoſe few 
lines in your garden, you perhaps 
were forming ſerious plans of fu- 
ture happineſs,” and as it is im- 
poſſible for a generous man to 
exiſt merely for himſelf, you 
fat in awful Tolemnity, twirling one 
thumb over the other, looking ſted- 
faſtly at the fire, and ſtudying for 
the hour what delicacy you ſhould 
provide for my dinner, or what 
gown would beſt ſuit your dear 
e at a ball. | | 


K KK a 6a. «a a 6 A 


* 


What "I touches. affection wore in 
this reply ! Her father regarding her | 
with complacency. ſaid— 


32 My lively ale, your heart is now 
full, exhilarated and unreſtrained : 


15 but when you leave your convent 
for 
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© for worldly ſcenes, you will, you 
© muſt unfortunately be taught re- 
« ſerve: Yet, I charge you, my 
© Emily, never. to purſue the worſt 
© methods of your ſex; never prac- 
© tiſe reſerve till it arrive at deceit, 

© nor poiſon your  blameleſs- wind 
6 © with affeCtation.. W 

3 Ding it an my Ford; artifice is 
© not ſo neceſſary as the world in ge- 
© neral think it, nor is affectation 
© lovely ; good manners are due to 
© ſociety, artifice enſlaves its Os 
and affectation is ne 


2 Emily had confuſed: my ideas, or 
had given birth to new images in my 
labouring mind; I could not con- 
verſe collectedly, I fat loſt in thought; 
ſhe was inſenſible of my infatuation 
and of her own power. 

8 Tie i RN Why: 
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Why are you ſtudiqus, Sir, why 
are you not like me; lively, happy, 
«(grateful for the happineſs you re- 

« eeive, and reſigned to tranſient af- 

« fliction? All will paſs away; my 

confeſſor has often enjoined: me 

never to repine at woe, nor exult 
in the rare viſitation of coy felicity, 

My father will grieve if you grieve, 

nor can E be truly bleſt--] oy _ 

rde wh Og us.“ n 


; 


31%: Surely: 1 ahi not heit Wem 
. Emily implores, added my Guar- 
dian; the language of nature ex- 
* cels the finiſhed periods of rhe- 
c, toric, and the ſenſible mind ſets 

a value on Sang e 7 


* Think me not Wed of 
„ your care, my dear friend, ſaid 
I ; “nor fancy me obdurate to the 

F 1 gentle, 


wt mY i 
2 
SURED 
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ec gentle, yet keen temonſtrance of 
6c your Emily — But wh, 


; : 
9 J * 
5 L 1 N / 
* i * | * 


&© Oh! what a world of agony is found} 
as Win 4 Mats e by 
* | 'A 

$ Sema Ts of indo 

© wiſhes, the gratification of which 

perhaps ought never to be attaintd ; 

© Taſk not the cauſe of your. inquie- 
tude, Fam, certain it will be regu- 
© lated by, or ſacrificed to virtue; ſo 
„will you gain the peace you de- 
ſerve. I do not wonder at your 
„ ſilent manner; it is merely the 
© effect of habit, habit fof educa- 
tion, and education of natural ne- 
ceſſity, you have the habits of re- 
flection even externally, becauſe you 

© are the child of ſolitude : but cer- 
tainly when the ſoul expands to 

* taſte the joys of ſympathetic friend- 
Hs *-ſhip,, 


A 


n 1 * 


—_— 7 — pro 
— 5 4 


2 — — — 
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© ſhip, the clouds of ſecret auguiſh 
are ſhook off, as the moon from 
her pure cheek ſhakes unwholeſome 
5 dews.” 


* - » * 
b 1 * + 5 38. 4 : 
— K. 7 - , : 8 


N 


* 


* ebe to ahis: excellen 
ot. 


© We. will not be preſſingly im- 
e polite,“ rejoined Emily, but if 
you are not engaged, I will finiſh 

© the piece of embroidery, begun in 
my convent, and you ſhall read to 
P : my father has invited, for to- 
morrow, a large party of his moſt 
5 3 friends: we will try to 
A chear you, and in return you muſt 
promiſe to throw this ſaber ſadneſs 
to thoſe who are willing to accept 
it: for my part, I know not one 
who would think yous 15 an obli- 
£ Sation. 

| 7:7 | I Was 
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I was aſhamed: of giving pain to 
minds ſo noble and attentive—We - 
turned to lively topics, and my friends 
were happy. Reſolving never to 
embitter their felicity by an ill- timed 
chagrin, which might be conſtrued 
into haughty reſerve, I withdrew- for - 

the night. | 


Honour What art Thou? Who » 
gave thee being in the mind of man? 
And why, once wanting thee, is wo- 
man loſt? On thy ſtrong and everlaſt- 
ing baſe, friendſhip may erect her no- 
bleſt ſtructure! From thy altar may 
faultleſs love breathe its flame to 

. Heaven! Sighs of mingled. ſouls, 
by abſence torn, are ever heard in 
whiſpering echos from thy hallowed 
ſhrine! ' The . ſacrifice once offered 
thee, is incenſe purer inan angel's 
face, than all the odours of the 

TR N baliy ; 
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balmy eaſt! Thou! mild ſpirit of the 
good! wilt forbid the charming 
Emily to love a man who knows not 
his parents; who is perhaps an orphan 
or foundling, and whoſe: fortunes are 
undecided ; nor ſhalt thou be pro- 
fane ! I will not indulge thoſe weak 
affections ! I will not entangle her 
artleſs mind in the faſcinations of 
blind unwarrantable love! Oh Emily! 
be happy! Mayſt thou never be ſub- 
dued but by the unequalled ecſtaſy of 
loving and of being beloved; whilſt 
honour holds its: ſanction o'er thy 
beauties. Give me, thou mighty 
Maker of the human heart, fortitude 
equal to theſe ſelf denying torments 
Conflicts like theſe fe _— too 
acute for 8 e 3% 
: 7 

T ow did 1 50 RR deln and 
quickly did I forget my reaſon and 
reſolutions, when gazing on Emily. 
| | On 
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On the following morn, devoted 
to feſtivity, the halls began to ſound, 
the gates were thrown open, the row 
of aged oaks which ſhaded the great 
walk to my Guardian's noble edifice, 
were pleaſingly adorned with feſtoons 
of wild-flowers, and variegated lamps 
intended to ſhed a coloured WEE on 
_ Erne _ 6 | 


The equipages were brillant, the 
viſitants numerous, and each appear- 
ed to vie with their generous hoſt in 
n ee h 
Among the lids came a gentle- 
man announced by the name of Ro- 
derique, ſon of a Spaniſh nobleman: 
I found, near the eoncluſion of the 
evening, he had not been invited, 
but had brought recommendations 
from ſome of my Guardian's. friends 

| at 
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at ** R. I ſaw him alight, as I 
ſtood at my window); his form was 
elegant, his dreſs ſuperb, his deport- 
ment bold How much more engag- 
ing, ſaid: I. to myſelf, is thy lively 
air than this cold deſpondency that 
hangs on me l—-Recollecting I ſhould 
appear negligent, in ſuffering my 
Guardian to ſeek me, I left my apart- 
ment. The company had taken their 
ſeats when -I* entered;;3 Roderique had 
choſen that next Emily; I fat op- 
polite. to him. He ſurve yed me at- 
tentively; I heeded him not; my 
languiſhing ſoul was breathing its 
wiſhes towards the lovelier object near 
him: I forgot all around her. Ro. 
derique, during the day, endeavour- 
ed, to engroſs the converſation of 
Emily. Who would not have felt 
the ſame deſite? Good humour pre- 
vailing, and ſeparation not thought 

of, 
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of, our gueſts. began to ſtudy amuſe, 
ment.— Religion, politics, and im- 
practicable theory employed the men- 
tal powers of the old, and the young 
ſat down. to muſic. Several ladies 
played wich that facility which harr 
moniſes the mind, and renders it 
yielding to any impreſſion of the mo- 
ment; but when Emily commanded 
the trembling ſtrings ! ſympathetic 
ſoftneſs enervated the ſoul! The doors 
of memory. opened to her key, and 
the image late forgotten gently. aroſe 
before the object it had once adored ! 
All yielded to the enchantment of 
Emily, who awakened reflection with 
its joys and ſorrows. . Roderique grew 
familiar, pronounced her performance 
divine; declared himfelf-ſuperlatively 
bleſt; and looking obliquelyat me, pro- 
nounced the man a brute who could 
wear a joyleſs countenance while 
1 ſuch 
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ſuch beauty and ſkill united in con. 
ſoling him Emily did not hear, or 
did not regard him, when he requeſt- 
ed her to play The Charms of Wo- 
man- kind. Reſpect and def, air 
Kept n me at a ne 


: 


Iwill pays ſaid Emily, a little 
© piece written by à friend” of mine, 
Who is now in the convent, to whom 
© muſt Toon return. Heaven 
©" forbid,” "replied Roderique, with 
more quickneſs than good-manners 

I beg” pardon, Miſs! let me not 
TON or deprive the com- 
* pany of pleaſure only. in ue 

„Power ws bedenke one h- 2 


The lady ating continued 
Emily, addreſſing herſelf” to me, af- 
ter ſilently bending” to Roderique, 


8 is one of the lovelieſt creatures na- 
8 © ture 
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© ture ever formed; but the is full of 
ſecret ſorrow—penſive, like ou, 
65 my worthy friend.” | 


With feigned res, ple; 
«this gentleman wiſhes you to play; ; 
on me the harp of home could nc not 
« haye half your power.” | 


Then I will play, ah you at 
© reward me with a ſmile, fo ſeldom 
worn, and fo. 5 ad — 2 he. my 
father and me. 


She ſang * played 


Here dimly burns the waſting ſpark of life! 
Whilſt doam'd to wander thro? the _— 
ſhade! _ 
© For ever loſt as gentle Henry' 8 with; 
For ever kneeling to the ſaints for aid. 


HI 


: 
| 
! 
: 
4 
; 


162 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


+ His image meets me e'en before the croſs, 
« Reproves my pray'r when 1 would chace his 
.;- > © form} k 
Points to his heart till bleeding for my loſs, 
© And ſeems to aſk me if my vows are warm. 


” 


Ah, no! thou art my heav'n! invented; joy 
© Of dreaming Monks could never charm like 
41 
c Haſte! haſte! and with thee bring my bloom- 
© ing boy; 
< Difſolye thoſe grates, and ſet thy mourner 
free," . 


| Slowly f flowed thoſe pathetic lines, 
while ſympathy melted the hearts of 
the hearers. A tear. glided from the 
eye.of Emily as ſhe ſang. T had the 
audacity filently to wipe it away; but, 
ſuddenly remembering how much I 
had reſolved, ſtepped back to my 
feat, s | | 
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When the muſic ceaſed, Roderique 
attempted to lead the converſation on 


| ſplendour, faſhion, pleaſure, and 


beauty. He dully expatiated; his 
language boaſted not that condenſed 
| keenneſs which could denote him ca- 
pable of enjoying happineſs of any 
kind in an exquiſite degree. Emily 


entertained us with many little anec- . 


dotes, and deſcribed the innocent em- 
ployments invented by the Nuns to 
alleviate a life of ſecluſion, with ſo 
much native eloquence, that trifles 
were made to charm, 1 | 


© Yet, do all they can,” ſaid. ſhe, 
the inceſſant gloom habitually forms 
the mind to views of death, till 
chearfulneſs almoſt appears unna- 


whether ſadneſs, through every 
ſtate, is not moſt predominant. 
Cheam 


A A M aa «a „ 


tural: indeed, it is a queſtion, 


1 
1 
ö 
] 
: 
; 
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© Chearfulneſs is not born ſo ſoon, it 
© ſeldom viſits us uninvited ; every 
little art in ſociety is uſed to pro- 
© long its ſtay ; and, at laſt, it leaves 
© us to fit down, with memory, and 
'* mourn the paſt, For my part, I 
'© would rather be innocently chearful, 
11 n ane, ga 


10 "ors buy: prodes will contradict 
e you,“ I replied. 


But my ungoverned vivacity, a 
© ſhort time fince, had like to have 
* taught me a leſſon Nothing would 
e ſerve but a ride in the morning 
© My Abbeſs expoſtulated, raiſed her 
fſhoulders, and ſhook her head, to 
„ convinee me ſhe deteſted unmean- 
ing livelineſs. I promiſed much in 
e the name of my dear father; and [| 
ka Gan Sir, muſt carry back 
© ſome 


c 
c 
6 
c 
c 
c 


6 


1 * a 6 
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ſome pretty preſent; for after waſt- 


ing half my own good humour in 
* awakening that of the Lady Abbeſs, 
ſhe ſuffered me to ride in the foreſt, 
attended by her on footman. We 
had not rode above an hour, my 


borſe in ſpirits,” and myſelf as hap- 
py as. the birds around, when we 
were croſſed by a pack of hounds. 


© My horſe ran away with me, I 


loſt the ſervant, and loſt myſelf in 
the woods, where I was thrown on 


the turf ; the fright was too much 


at the moment, I could not recover 
myſelf, and how long I lay is of no 
conſequence now; if it was, I 


could not tell you; but I remember 
to have awakened, unhurt, in the 


arms of an elderly gentleman, whom 


I could have loved as a father, be- 
n he treated me with reſpectful 
tender- 
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© tenderneſs. The blundering foot. | 
man, inſtead of traverſing the fo- 
©: reſt, rode home merely to ſay I was 
© loſt. On this doleful adventure, 
© my Abbeſs has for ever ſet her great 
© ſeal, fo that if I remain twenty 
© years in the convent, I ſhall never 
Wt eng ride i in the foreſt.” 


From Emily” 's deſcription of her 
gallant preſerver, the Count her fa- 
ther knew him to be the Duke of 
B * * *, who had lately viſited us 
incog, and who had not ſeen her 
fince her infancy : he rallied his 
daughter, who lamented the feeble 
returns ſhe had ene: her illuſtrious 
_—_— Keb ln, 


I ' * b 


Widen was podefted 6 of a u 
n of effrontery, over which be 


wore ww n of placidity: this 
* coolneſs 
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coolneſs of manner, which affects per- | 
petual complacence, is well adapted 
to the ceremonious circles of poliſhed. 
ſociety, in which no pure emotion of 
the ſoul is ſuffered to appear. From 
behind this maſk, ſupercilious vanity 
often hurls her ſhaft at the modeſt 
mind, who receives it, and ſtruggles 
to conceal the pang, while the laugh 
goes round at the expence of ſenſibi- 
lity. But here Roderique ſhould have 
choſen a more noble manner of cheriſh. 
ing the tender bloſſom of friendſhip 
which ſpontaneouſly ſought a place in 
his boſom. He fat, though night 
was far advanced, as if reſolved I 
ſhould leave him maſter of the ſocial 
field. The reſpect I owed Emily and 
her father forced me to obey. I 
was ſlowly taking leave, when this 
witty gentleman enquired, ſneeringly, 
4 i I was not afraid of ſpirits Y= 
Not 
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Not if they happen to be gaily 


c dreſſed,” replied I 10 "_ ob. 


Cj . you were to meet one 
© drefled like me, At 2? 


£ I could Lot Curly far 0 delicate 


3 A form! 


een to hear you have ſo 
© much courage; I only meant civil- 
£ * ly to inform you, that I walk in 
q my fleep—Hab, | hah, hah ! 


.. 


* 


* « 1 ſhould be he. care af ne lov- 
of ing friend, Sir, to cure you pf that 
os eee trick. Ya | 


8 Keese fronned—l condaved— 


271 


66 Were vou 385 3 0 once 


| & inte: our borſe · pond, I J chink you 


& would 


1 * i — . 
F 1 -Þ 4 


* 
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© would ever After lie N in a 

« warmer wen! | 

4 And b. ie ö faid he fiercely, 

„ would have the bravery to lead me 
c there 1755 | 


© Your Nurſe” 


Roderique looked down, played 
with his watch-chain, and Emily 
politely wiſhed us a good night. 


In ſpite of my reſolves, and all the 
Telf-denying .rules I had preſcribed to 
my heart, I felt a pleaſure in not 
n ber with our new e {of 


My G . me to 
repoſe. I went to ſeek it; but love, 
and the inhabitant of the rock, alter- 
vue ſtruggled with my ſenſes. I 

. aroſe 
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aroſe with the ſun, turned to my 
books, and lingered out the moments 
in peruſing the following manuſcript, 
which I found * chance. 


My Reader may ſkip it over if he 
pleaſes, it having no connection with 
the ſtory of my life. 


AN ORIGINAL: 


' OR THE 
ELEGY OF LAURA, 


TUNED T0 1 HARP OF APOLLO, 


THE lovely Laura early was u beguil'd 
Buy Genius and by Hope — She mourn'd her 
1 
Saw ſplendour riſe beyond her fiative wild, 
Panted for Fame, and raſhly left her cot. 


A neighb'ring Sage had taught the maid to 
ſpell, 
Yea, oft” would wander with her o'er the 
lawn; \ 
Talk much of heav'n, but ever more of hell, 


And bad her ſhun of Vice the fatal dawn. 
To 
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| | | 
Jo lull the cares of age, ſhe oft” would read; 
The Hermit lov'd her; but her daring ſoul 
Already ſoorn'd the bank and flow'ry mead. 
Her vg nds ſtretch d from role to Pole. 


Taſte me acquir'd; yet, to what end? Her wind 


Was forc'd to run the backward path of 


ſenſe - 
Range its internal worlds in "ONS to find, 
What nought but philoſophic truths diſpenſe, 


Yet contemplation did ber ſoul 1 ; 
Sun, moon, and ſtars, invited her to ſoar. 
The bright-hair'd god mild on his 8 
charge; 
He gave her genius, he could g give no more. 


But, ah! with Genius, Deſtiny appear'd; 
Frowning, ſhe ſwiftly chac'd che eee 
leſs maid. : 


The Hermit ſought the bow'r her TI kad | 


rear' d, 


And filent'dy'd when Laura left the ſhade, 


Awhile the harmleſs damſel journey'd on; 
Her healthful breath gave OO to gs 
gale, | | . 
She ſung with' fervor to the morning fun, 


And with unyſual ardor left the vale, 
| I - T he 


g 1 
| 
» 
2 
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The well⸗kbown bie; were ay che ſun 
was drown'd 
Amid the weeping beauties of hs weſt. 
Her ſpirits fail; the barren proſpect round 
Was! in the faded blue of —_— dreſt. 


Silent, leſs joyful, and more ſlowly gil, | 
She ſtrays o'er . beſpangled with the 
dew. 
The moon ſhone dimly from her eaſtern hill, 
The 2 ſigh'd, and fear'd her ey 
untrue. | 


When late, near U the ele, face of 
night 
Wore no diſmay; oft' as the 410 lamb 
Had wandered, Laura fear'd no guilty ſprite, 
But brought the 1 oer to his anxious dam. 


Now did fhe ſigh, FE uf to the fleecy fold 
Remembrance glided back—noroofappear'd! 

On her ſoft form the breath of night grew cold; 
The love- born Philomel alone was heard. 


She trembled who at morn could trip away ! 
Scorning the lowly home and yielding clod! 
In vain each ſhepherd tun'd his artleſs lay, 
She ſought'a path her ODER never trod. 
What 
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What ſtung her foul ? Was it vain thick of 
* fame? 
Or that bright ſpark with dear refinement 
fraught ? 
So deeply buried, none diſcern'd the flame; - 
Felt, though expreſsleſs, We though 
untaught t 


With Laura*, in yon grove of nodding mi 
I hail'd the precept of each hoary fire; 
With her I wept o'er Petrarch's hopeleſs lines, 
And mourn'd the pang of delicate defire, 


Me did ſhe hall foam forth the Sr throng; 
No wealth had I, nor was my heart untrue. 
Nature's great ecſtaſy inſpir'd my ſong ; 

That ſong to gentle friendſhip ever due! 


Friendſhip! Give me, thou God of mighty ſire, 

A blaze more fierce than fpirit e' er hath 
known: | 

Bid all thy lightnings keenly touch my tyre; 

When I would make a kindred ſoul my own. 


This was not meant to be Petrarch's Laura; the: 
Bad ſeems to have thoughtleſsly ſtruck on the ſame 
name in the W of ber Thr: Mere ef the 
Editor. 
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When Laura left me in my native vale, 
I would not follow her in ſearch of fame; 


Back to my herd I turn'd, with ſorrow pale, 


Nor uy the with'ring glories of a name, 


By her was rich Lyeaon's ſeat eſpied, 


Bluſhing, ſhe linger'd at the ally gate; 


The Miſer did her melting pow'r deride; 


9 ſcorn and unfult hurl'd her on her fate; 


Her little purſe, yet ſwell'd with uſeful gold, 


(The Hermit gave it at his men door, ) 
An heav'n-born greatneſs ev'ry bluſh con- 
troul'd; 
She was not . nor miſerably poor. 


Yet, ponting-avink, for comfort —Defſarts wide 
Before her lay.—She mourn'd unfeeling 


pow'r; 


Rinember's home! Turn'd from the gate 


and ſigh'd, 
Whilſton her boſom beat the unpitying ſhow'r, 


| Behind her, from the v wat'ry wiſts afar, 


Aroſe the t ſtorm; old oaks were 

wtorn— | 
Thro' heav'ns high region roll'd 10 awful car, 

In which were hails and burſting thunders 


* borne. 
A rock 
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A rock there was, whoſe brow for ever frown'd, 
On murm'ring billows never known to ſleep 3 

Beneath whoſe foot, by ſamphire en 

BL crown'd, 

The ſhades of death fit on the gloomy deep; 


They revel high, when victims of deſpair 
Ruſh down, through hopeleſs love or cure“ 
leſs pride; 
New horrors ſtiffen in their weedy hair, 
And thrice they lave their heads amid the tide, 


Pity! thou penſive Angel! break the air 
Ah! throw thy Wan beam on | Human 
woe! 
Guide ill ſtar'd Laura from the rg near 
Ah, fave her! ſave her] from the depth below. 


Vain was my pray'r! from off the dreadful 
height, | 
Tremblin g, bewilder'd, the too-hapleſs maid, 
Scar'd by the terrors of relentleſs night, ' 
On the cold breaſt of wat'ry death was laid. 


Her troubled ſigh burſted above the wave; 
Sinking, ſhe call'd aloud on mighty Fame— 

Who ſent her ſwans fair Laura? 5 lay to ſave ; 

They ſnateh'd her numbers, and preſery'd 


her name. 
14 . Fame 
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Fame ſtruck awhile young Laura's fimple lyre; 

Deaf were the gay, whilſt angels 1 
above; 

The chords were ſtram'd to Virtue and Deſire, 

To lambent Friendſhip, and to ardent Love. 


But Poeſy neꝰ er touch'd the frozen breaſt ! 
Enrag'd,, the tuneful goddeſs ſought the ſkies, 

Convinc'd that Genius hath.no place of reſt; 
Short of her native heav'n the Cherub dies! 


There, ae . vaſt empyreum Fame was 


beard, 
And Laura ſummon'd to ſupport her "ly ; 
The ſhiv*ring ſpirit from the ſex appear'd, 
And Phabus ſtood amid the azure throng. 


Thus wales the God, © This Spirit, Sire, 1 
*crown'd. 

With none nil charm, the moment of its 
birth; | | 
Vet Malice, Envy, ee confound, 

« Thy beauties, Jove, and blaſt my pow'r 

on earth. 


- 


No valu'd off rings on my altar burn ; 
Oppreſſion ſtrikes my children with deſpair; 
From yon hard world, wy vot'ries weeping 
 *trurn; 
* Pheir faod is ſorrow, and their grink a tear. 
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Why rule the vulgar many? why obſeur'd 
My fervent vot'ries, ſpeak indulgent power ? 
Why was fair Laura, (by my voice allured) 
Thus ſunk, o'er-whelm'd beneath, the night 

ly ſhow'r. 


The thunders 1 and the vaults of 
Heav'n 5 ö 
Shook, whilſt the Father of the world mow» 
_claim'd-;. 
6 Thy fay*rites,. PhreBus, wm the eartly are: 
© driv?'n, 
. But here, thro” endleſs ages, are they nam'd. 


1 Thy warkhippers are mine — The *. "rful 
God 
In colour'd light'nings wrapty alan with- 
drew; 
Phcebus ador'd the Ruler's gracious nod, 
And down, to find young Laura's patron, 
4217 « Gowns, | 2 "rm © Sig 
No patron had ſhe found; one night of woe 
Quench'd in her breaſt all Nature could 
inſpire. 
: The God look'd wildly on. the wave ables; | 
And from his forehead ſhook indignant fire. 


1 5 Harlus, 
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Harlus, ' he ery'd, with me my Laura weep ; 
Thy gentle ſpirit heard not when ſhe 
* ſung, 


* Or now ſhe had not wander'd i in the deep, 


1 


Her chords untwiſted, and her lyre un- 
# e. x 


My on ſhone lovely on Aurora's brow, 
© left her bluſhing, ſeiz'd my ſeat of day; 
The eaſtern world did to my glories bow, 
My courſers blaz d, I mark'd their radiant 
© Way. 


J 


Mild "AR trembling, . pale, Iſaw; 


Each paſs'd with filent 8 8 Lycaon's 
door; 


Mourning that miſer onhy ;u/# by law, 


* Nouriſh'd by Famine, and with riches 
© poor, | 


55 My fires grew languid at Lycaon's view ; 


Skies round me darken'd, till my zenith 
| '* gain'd; | 

Here I beheld thee, to my :ntreſt true, 

+ Embrace the penſive bard that ne'er com- 
plbain'd. 


Thou 
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© Thou ſteady, great diſintereſted mind! 
« Soother of guiltleſs angel | near 


© hurl'd ! 


! 


due 


© Oppole the waves of Envy a8 they roll, 


Mid Tung s ſwift billows * thy truth 


in vie y. 


The child of melody thy e 
© ſound; . 


1 around. By 


five ghoſt, 
© love, 


* boaſt, 
1 6 I 


Private thy virtues; yet from Pole to pole, 
© Phoebus will chaunt the hymn to Harlus 


179 


thee 


; 23 by no cenſure, by no knave confin'd, 
* Scorning to {wel the roarings of the world. 


4 Ober the wild main, thro' ev'ry humble vale, 


ſhall 


And e'en yon mountain bard arreſt the gale 
+ That waits my chariot wheel the nt 


6 5 he fleeps, ere thou unwearied prove 
* Of life's great ſcene, ah! cheer his os 


g By owning Friendſhip yields to none but 


© And Heav'nly friend{ip is is the poet 


My 
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a My Laura ſigh'd for thee, hadſt thou been 
© near, 
© Thy manly arm had borne her from the 
een; 
£ Within thy boſom ſhelter'd from deſpair, 
Thy heart had cheer'd her, for thy heart is 
warm.“ 


Thus ſang the flaming God the vallies rung 
From where my lambs lay baſking in his ray ; 
T climb'd' the rock, enraptur'd as he ſung, 
Caught the ſoft ſtrain and here record his 
lay. 


At the bottom of this piece, in 
which Energy wooes. Simplicity, was 
a proſe inſcription nearly ' obliterated 
by time, or careleſſnefs, 1 . not 
which. 


© This Elegy was written by the 
poeteſs of the mountain, who was 
mad enough to think for herſelf in 
the year * * * * Gloria Patri! She 

| © commends 


* 


' hk a 
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© commends her body to the virgin 
of St. Nicholas, in whoſe chapel ſhe 
« wiſhes to be laid.” ) 


Poor poetefs ! faid J, laying down 
the book, thy heart is no longer torn 
by contending paſſions, it ceaſes to 
beat; Love and © Friendſhip have 
quitted it for ever ! P 


Meditating on man, T conſidered 
him as making a progreſs towards 
perfection, only in thoſe intervals, 
when he feels Harmony within, ariſ- 
ing from the gentler paſſions of his 
Nature, and that rude and violent 
ideas occaſionally throw bim back: 
and concluded, he is at all times a 


being more entitled to pity than re- 
proach. 


Our family were not yet riſen, ex- 
cept Emily, who had left her apart- 
N ment, 
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ment, and tripped into her father's 
park. I obſerved ſhe took a friendly 
peep at my poor Mayo, who was now 
indolent from age, and for whoſe re- 
poſe a little cot was erected near the 


park gate. 


Unnoticed I followed the lively 
maid, faw her ſtoop, and admire the 
humid flowerets, and heard her con- 
gratulate the lark as the Heaven- 
loving ſongſtreſs aſcended from her 
downy chamber. 


The ſun had ſcarcely drawn up 
the grey æther from the vallies; and 
the ſhepherd, who was ſlowly winding 
the diſtant hill, appeared through a 
miſt, His hands were folded athwart 
his boſom, his long hair fell on his 
ſhoulders, and his faithful dog crept 
humbly behind him. Happy clown! 
l | Who 
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Who would not give their grandeur 
for thy vacant eaſe? He kept his 
path, approached Emily with ruſtic 
difidence, and bowed as he paſted ; 
but the amiable girl would not ſuffer 
him to go unwelcomed by her morn- 
ing offering ; ſhe opened her purſe, 
.requeſted him to partake of its con- 
tents, and curtfied as ſhe left him. 
For © his eyes lack'd luſtre, and his 
© locks were grey.“ 


Giving her time to advance be- 
fore me, I queſtioned the venerable 
peaſant ; the man that could claim 
Emily's attention was worthy mine. 


He told me his fon was a ſoldier 
at * * * * u, that he now lay ill in an 
hoſpital there, and if he could but 
get him cleared, Anna, he was cer- 
tain, would recover with gladneſs at 

| her 
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her brother's return. What ts 
* your Anna? will money or advice 
oe: relieve her jg | 

© No, no, Sir, the does not much 
mind money. And, as for advice, 
© ſhe does not care to take it. I have 
© ſaid to her, that reading the Bible 
can hurt no one, but ſhe reads 
© about things I don't underſtand.'— 


ee Why, in a fituation where la- 
© pour is ſo neceſſary, does your 
„daughter waſte her hours?“ 


This ill-natured queſtion diſagrecd 
with my underſtanding and taſte, I was 
not illiberal enough to confine ſpirit 
to ſituation ; Nature often exalts 
one above the other, but I was will- 
ing to hear how he would defend 
his Anna—He replied : 


© Q, Sir, 


0, Sir, ſhe labours as much as 
I do through the day, in ſpinning 
and what not, and reads when ſhe 
© ſhould take her natural reſt—What 
© is night for, Sir, but to ſleep 2? 


&« Hem #7 to meditate—and 


«© mourn !” ſaid I. 


But there !'—ſoft'ning his voice, 
© Anna cannot ſleep there muft 
© be ſomething wrong in it. Poor 
* Anna I hope will find a better 
© world ng 
He drew his hand over his eyes; 
the ſuffuſion could not be concealed 
I turned myſelf round. When a 


man wiſhes to hide his emotions, it 


is at leaſt unrefined to ftare at his 
. ſtruggling, features—Emily had ſet 
me an example of generofity, I fol- 

| | lowed 
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lowed it, the peaſant was grateful in 
the warm language of Nature, and 
went on. | 


The charming girl, with all her 
enthuſiaſm for the beauties of Na. 
ture, was fearful of ranging too far 
to contemplate them—ſhe turned 
back, was a little ſurpriſed at ſeeing 
me ſo near; but, ſoon recovering, 

: that irreſiſtable eaſe, which graced 
her every movement, ſhe addreſſed 
me with a ſmile= - | 


© I lament the violence you have 

© done yourſelf, Sir, in rifing before 
© nine o'clock. Your Jate ramble 
ſhould have inſured you repoſe, 
* eſpecially as we were up laſt night 


To the ſtill hour when fairies make their 
And dance to muſic of a beetle's wing.” 


c And 


In 
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© And why did Emily leave her 
© tranquil pillow, while the filken 
« bands of ſlumber are allowed to 
«© hold the ſenſe of the happy? To 
© rove unnoticed, to drink alone the 
e fragrance of the ſpriag is the pri- 
&« vilege of a mind careleſs of the 
« world. But Emily has brighter 


„ ſcenes before her; Emily. ſhould . 


ce taſte every guiltleſs pleaſure while 
. r L and n by a e 
8 father.“ — 


K is 1 hours glide 
* ſmoothly ; ſheltered by his paternal 
. 000 I kyow no enn, 


«A bleſſing I have never known ! 125 


« My firher"duldchink: a; 


© fleQtion unkind—He has taught me 
c candour, To his noble and manly 


© {entiments 


* 
* 


R W „ 
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.* ſentiments I owe my ideas of ſter- 


A 


ling virtue, and my contempt of 
hypocriſy; whoſe baneful web not 
only enſnares the innocent, but too 
often entangles her own practi- 
tioners.— What great buſineſs is 
doing in the world, Sir? or what 
mighty good will mankind attain 
by inſincerity with each other ?' 


4 


44 Our paſſions, Emily, are often 


e dangerous; we are obliged to con- 


ec ceal them, fearing their effects 


* may prove fatal to the cauſe of 
4 virtue; and, even in this laudable 
« concealment, we may appear in- 


2 ſincere.“ 


Right—vzere I will allow a vir- 
© tyous mind to preſcribe for itſelf !— 


« And 


1 
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« And while the wounded heart is 
« thus ſtruggling and preſcribing for 
« itſelf, does it not de 


« ſolation rather that the contempt 
« of ſociety? No great good can 


« beattained worthy the ſacrifice of 


© truth, but truth is ſo fine, ſo ex- 
40 quiſite and rare, ſhe will not ſome- 


« times obtrude on the coarſer part 


© of mankind; the wiſe, through 
« modeſty, often conceal her.“ 


According to your theory, truth 
© may not always appear—But, ac- 
* cording to my reſolutions, my ac- 


© tions ſhall ariſe from no other 


* 


* ſpring.” 


6 You need no other Where paſ- 
« fion'is not acting nor conſpiring 
6e againſt internal peace or general 
2 order, Truth may and will appear. 

lnoceneg 


elcrve the con- 


: 
1 
it 
77 
hl 

J. 

| 

U 

. 

15 
thi 
; in 

1 


i 7 


190 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 


„ Innocence gives now ,a luſtre to 
c your ſentimgyly, which Truth calls 
11 her own.. 


9 1 


« Well Sir, you ſay the paſſions 
© are dangerous, I believe they are 
- uſeful, and only rebellious. when 
< we would give them falſe, mean- 
© ings, or render them ſubſervient 
to poor convenience. The paſ- 
ions are the wings of ſpirit. Cold 
© tranquillity the grave of thought. 
Turn your eyes to my convent! 
Even there the paſſions reign ; but 
they rove through. the mind like 
murmuring winds through barren 
and gloomy regions,” 


A 


A „ A 


A 


J only mean, Emily, that the 
chain of Reaſon ſhould be thrown 
© on the deſires of the heart.” 


© Reaſon 


g 


„ 
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© Reaſon! What is Reaſon? By 


what criterion is it eſtabliſhed ? 
Reaſon is cheap, vague ; offering 
itſelf to you on all' occafions. If a 
man does right according to re- 
ceived cuſtom, he is ſaid to act 
with reaſon; but ſhould his con- 


duct, though faultleſs, oppoſe cuſ- 


6 
c 
* 
- 
« 
£ 
4 
c 


p 


tom, he is till moving in contact 
with his own reaſon; and he will 
be aſtoniſhed when he finds it is 
the reaſon of ſome other man, and 


not his own that he is expected to 


obey. For you, Sir, there is no 
neceſſity of torturing or concealing 
truth, your heart is not capable of 
a ſentiment that can diſgrace you !* 


We now perceived my Guardian 


and Roderique ſtrolling round the 


park; they ſoon joined us, on an 


eminence from which the eye wan- 


dered 


© > =p. — , RT oa 
= — — 8 — I 
— ä 
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dered over the ocean till it was ſtayed 


The father of Emily, taking her 
hand, informed us, he had prevailed 
on his accompliſhed gueſt (meaning 
| Roderique) to remain a week with 

him.-—* Rural beauties cannot invite 

© an imagination long ſoftened by 

© luxurious ſcenes, and made reſtleſs 
by varied delights, in which the 
poiſons of the heart are concealed. 
Nor does our new friend come un- 
der that deſcription ; but I will 
promiſe him attention, and inno- 
cent pleaſure ; and, to your polite- 
neſs, my dear Henry, I commend 
this gentleman,'— 


K 6 «aA A M aA Aa A 


I bowed—Roderique lightly re- 
turned my conge. 8 


The 


0 


"= 
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DE perſpective my Guardian had 


brought for the purpoſe- of aſſiſting: 


Roderique's view of the ocean, was 


in the hand of the latter: I requeſt- 
ed the favour of it, and raiſing it to 


my eye, immediately diſcerned a 


little ſkiff or loop, but thinly man- 
ned, labouring through the billows— 
My heart fluttered. TI concluded the 
wanderer of the main to be the faith- 


ful Fiſherman, ſo impatiently ex- 
pected by the fugitive in the rock, 


It is impoſſible to deſcribe the 
gentle thrillings of the blood which 


we ſo powerfully feel when collateral 
incident ſtrikes on the image of our 


treaſured joys. ' I felt a tranſport 
ſacred to friendfhip ; I concealed that 


tranſport even from the friends 1 


loved—Did 1 value truth the leſs ? 
-YOL. I. K I reſtored 
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1 reftored;my Guardian his per- 
ſpective, and we haſtened home to 


breakfaſt. Roderique was particu- 


larly attentive to Emily, her father 
was kind to all; never did hoſpi- 


tality ſaule on a more benignant 


form. 


My die was caſt! My wiſhes were 
ſilent; but every ꝓrogreſſive moment 
convinced me that Emily was ne- 
ceſſary to my peace. | 


Roderique had been given to my 


Attention: he expreſſed a defire of 


mak ing an excurſion round the coun- 
try; 1 felt undelighted with the idea 
of accompanying him, and feigned 
myſelf indiſpoſed. The ſplendour 
of the ſkies, natwithſtanding my ex- 
cuſe, tempted our family- party to 


take a turn through the meadows. 
and 


By 
— 
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and to the care of Emily and her 
father, did I, for good reaſons, re- 
ſign the envied Roderique. In paſ- ' 
fing the gate, he offered his arm to 
the amiable maid, the declined it, 
and accepted that of my Guardian. 
My eyes purſued them till they were 
loſt in the ſhade of elm trees that 
grew round the adjacent encloſure ; 
when, haſtily ordering my horſe, I 
reſolved inſtantly to depart for the 
miſerable cavity of my poor recluſe, 
T rode through a narrow lane with 
the ſole purpoſe of avoiding my 
friends; and at the end of a field to 
the right, my horſe's head turned 
ſuddenly upon them. They had 
crofſed the meadow which directed 
them to the ſame point. I was a little 
abaſhed'; Emily ſmiled, and aſked 
me © which 1 had conquered, my in- 
diſpoſition or my love of Truth? 
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„My indiſpofition muſt be con- 


c quered by ſtronger forces than 


c mine, dear Emily; my love of truth 


remains; I will convince you of 


it in ſome happier moment; at 
&« preſent do not condemn me un- 
c“ heard.” Adding to this the uſual 
compliments of the day, and con- 


gratulations on the pleaſure of their 


walk, I rode off. 


The heat of the ſun was forgot, 
while ſpurred on by impatient friend- 
ſhip; I ſoon arrived at the brink of 
the precipice where I had firſt ſcen 
the intereſting Stranger—Slipping my 


Horſe's bridle on an oak branch, I 


roved along the jagged ſurface of the 
rock, but ſaw no guiding mark; and 
recollected rather late, that I had ap- 
pointed no hour of return to this ſo- 
litary ſcene. Stung by diſappointment, 
Lcalled aloud ; the rock reverberated, 

but 
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but no human voice: anſwered me; 
my vexation and my hallooing avail- 
ed me nothing; I grew ſpiritleſs, 
and was remounting, - when a damſel 
appeared at a great diſtance; ſhe 
ſeemed ſuddenly to have ariſen from 
beneath the ſhrubbery which cloath- 
ed the ſlanting hills: her hat was in 
her hand; I obſerved ſhe ſhook it at 
me, as ,one of my feet was in the 
kirvop We other on the earth; I left 
my aukward poſition, again faſten- 
ed my bridle to the tree, and received 
her with that delicacy due to the fe- 
male character. She ſmiled, curtſied, 
and I wiſhed her fair weather on 
. ee 15 


1 hank you, Sit, ſaid ſhe © but 
« my journey I believe muſt end 
© here, for unleſs. you be the gentle- 
man, I am come to ſeek one I can- 
K. 3 © 
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© not find, and talk of one I do not 
G know.” 


Chance may do much for you, 
% my good girl—from whence or 
« from whom are you ſent 2” — 


From the Fiſherman's hut below 
© the mountain—My father has croſ- 
© fed the ocean, and a gentleman 
waits his return, who hat ſent me 
© hither ;—* Not, ſaid he, (as I was 
© putting on my yellow mittens), 
© that I can poſitively direct you, 
© Lydia; you are better acquainted 
© with thoſe unfrequented wilds than 
I am. But ſhould you meet a gen- 
© tleman wandering near that high 
rock which ſeems to touch the 
s ſkies, conduct him, I pray you, to 
© this habitation of your father.“ So, 

15 Sir, 
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© Sir, I came here yeſterday, and am 
come again to day. | 

% am the man; lead me quickly 
“ to my friend. 


Without hefitation the dämſel di- 
rected me down the declivity, with 
which ſhe was well acquainted. At 
forne moments ſhe kindly obliged me 
to reſt bh lier acm, while ſhe firſt de- 
ſcended the rugged ſteep; alternately 
fie truſted herſelf to my ſuperior 
ſtrength. Holding her in my arms, 
once involuntarily preſſed her to my 
boſom ; ſilence reigned around, the 
Ries themſelves were full of beneft- 
cence; and creative power! But—vir- 
tue, in the form of Emily, ſuddenly 
filled my ſoul ; ſhe checked the dan- 
| gerous ſenſation, and it died away. 
: 
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If honour conſiſts of ſelf-reſtraint, 


„ then am I honourable,” whiſpered 


my ſpirit to the watchſul angels 
Lydia is young, unartful, and a- 
© wake to the touch of tenderneſs, 
Shame on the man who would ſteal 
from her cheek the crimſon of 
innocence.— 

3 of this kind officiouſſy 
operated in my boſom as the gentle 
maid conducted me to her father's 
hut—and meditations of this kind 
only ſerve to prove that man can 
forego. one bleſſing, while in pur- 
ſuit of a beiter. - 8 


On entering the Fiſherman's dwell- 


ing, the firſt object that . preſented | 


itſelf, was my incognito, leaning on his 
hand. Some letters lay before him, 
which I] imagined he had been read- 


ing, 
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| ig, and Lydia twice announced me 
before he rouzed from his reflective 
poſture. A gleam of unaffected joy 
enlivened him, as he welcomed me to 
his. embrace, IM 


The Sherman made bis appear- 
ance; his garb was mean, his habi- 
tation homely; yet on his brow ſat 
that dignity, which honeſty dares to 
wear- in the preſence of princes.” He 
introduced his children ſincerely 
wiſhed them happier days, and they. 
reſpectfully left me ** their more 
wetched Saen 

I am now on the eve of depar- 
©'ture,” ſaid my ſolitary friend, a 
*-ſhort- delay, even in this- uninha- 
£-bited ſcene might ruin me and my 
*- hoſpitable hoſt, On his arrival at 
Paris, he found means to reach the 
11 
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c 
c 
« 
c 
6 


* 


plied 1.— 


Duke of B. *, who informed 
him, on his produeing my letters, 
that the ſuppoſition of our being 
wrecked had prevailed fecretly at 
court; and many private enquiries 
had been made concerning me,” 


Fly! (ſays be, in this ſecond let- 
ter) nor defpairingly yield your 


valuable life; the time may come 


when I ſha]l be able to aſſiſt you. 
The miniſter is enraged againſt me on 


account of his political manceuvres, 


to which I would not aſſent, and 


my ſafety lies in leaving France 


for a time.— go to the Auſtrian 
Netherlands, and will wait for you 
at the Abbe Dorvontès. Come to 
me, if poſſible, in the courſe of a 


mont. 58 


& And. how will, you depart re- 


Here 
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Her are Jewels to à large amount,” 
(laid h&;) © in this caſket, which i 
had concealed in my belt a few- 
c hours before we were ſurpriſed by: 
© the ſtorm: 1 have tb. forme cath : 
© with this poor fiffferman and his 
family have E ſworn to divide my 
fortune; and I have promiſed to 
© {68d for them whett once I am in a 

© plice of PO His children ſhalt, 
© be mine. 


F begat# to ſuſpe&t the charming 
Lydia Fd made an mipreffion.on the 
heart of this gentleman; for fuperla- 
tive gratitude generally fprings from 
ſecret love I was forming falſe ideas. 


Fes; Sr, continued he, I will 
cſtudy to cheer his crèeping hours of 
age; and my friendſhip ſhall bleſs 

him when his ſtrength is no more. 


: *- "7G I ſtoop- 
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I ſtooped, under the pretence of 
faſtening my buckle, but in reality 
to hide my emotion“ Why,” (my 
melting heart would have ſaid) “ muſt 
« I never find a father to relieve, 
« when his health and ſtrength are 
no ee 5 gt 


Fe In ſtoopin g forward, the miniature 

I had worn for years round my neck, 
broke its chain, and fell to the 
ground. The ſtranger firſt perceived 
it, caught it up, and was politely 
offering it me, when I jocularly 
Res him, « If fo much Naur 
c excited not his attention? — 


He gazed—In a moment his ſoul 
was Joſt in ſilent contemplation 

Preſſing the lovely i image to his lips, 
he burſt into tears, and could only 


articulate— | 
It 
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O'S Ie is.ſhe !=-my on long lot 
* angel! E 2 


Confuſed as I was, prudence at the 
moment reſtrained me from calling 
aſſiſtance. He raiſed his eyes, and 
exclaimed, with a mournful look, 
© Where is ſhe? Why have you torn: 
© her from me! Speak !—Tell me. 
© ſhe will again be r mine!“ 
E cul promiſe notkind-T: Knew: 
not the original. 


Suddenly ſtarting from his ſeat, 
where I had ſupported his reclining 
head, he walked haſtily the extent 
of. the room for ſome minutes. It 
was a ſhort traverſe, but he was more 
agitated than the traveller, who is ſet- 
ting out on a long journey, _ 
provided. 

Aſſuming 
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Afuming compoſure, lie at length 
addreſſed me: 


< How dare vi this _ 
© I value it highly, Sir; it was 


ec given me by the man 1 moſt 
66 .. 


c Perhaps the jady loved him too 
6 — but this 1 is not a moment for ex- 


© poſtulation.” 


His increafing rage blinded his rea. 


ſon; im à ſtrong paroxyſm hie _ 
his ſword at ne — 


«© Beware, Sir ! or you will prove 
«© how fallacions aro your' bas of 
BE 66 © horiout,” 


Stung: 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 207 


Stung by the falutary hint, he reſt- 
ed the point of his ſword on the 
ground, and. ſtood Joſt in ſilent * 


ſpair. 


© O heaven! is this thy care of 


man? Was I not yeſterday ſuffi- 
« ciently wretched ? I did not think 
© it in the power: of fate further to 
* heap, the meaſure of my woes! 
© This day, what am [!—lIt.is mpoſ- 
© fible—She never could love ano- 
ther! No matter Pardon me, Sir, 
Jam wrong—T am diſtracted 
Where will you arm I muſt * 
« this . 


> If our hoſt can. provide me a 
*& ſword, T will do myſelf the juſtice 
© of. defending; a heart worthy as 


** your own but not unleſs you. finſt- 


6 reſtore the prize we fight for.“ 
"*% C It 


re 
2 


$- 24a 


wennn e . — 77 he * 
9 bs ed ug age pac r S NR x — 
: . | * YI —_— — — — 


© 
14 
1 
A 
+} 
199 
* 
1 
b | 
. 
b 15 
144 
1 
J +5 : 
To 
of 
4 by 
1 
"2: 
RJ; 
. 
TS. 
by 15 
1 
"4% F& 
*$1 7 
Z "x3 
f 
6 
7 
1 
U 
1 
1 
l 
S 13: 
14 
1 
= i] 
2. $ 
'S; 
1 5 
1 
7 
* 
1 
1 
Sh 
3 
- 4 : 
ag 
8 
U. ol 
_— 21 N 
add 
* 
89 
1 
2 
©: p 
1 
N i 
73 
© ; „ 
1 1 
id ? 
* | 
: 
4? 
: : 
- ' 
5 : 
* 
5 - 
: 7 
: L 
* . 
4 
* | 
* ' 
3+ 
4 1 
F al 
«1 i 
fl 
TH 
* 1 
L nf 
* 
g 
1 | 
7 
+1 4 
1 
on 
0 | 
: 
17 | 
| 
? 
* 
1 
{ N 
\ 
: 


208 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES; 


o Ie is mine, bid he 12 
* at without von own it as a 
e theft; and ſuch an avowal will 
„ for ever throw you beneath my 
«notice. | will contend with you 
0 a8 a OD 0? not as a robber. 

* You are right,” gerne he with 
* melancholy air,) it muſt be 

c your's till I have won it.— 601 
(after preſſing it to his lips) © ineſti- 
„ mable jewel! Dear reſemblance of 
all I adore! Why, ah! why art 
thou in poſſeſſion of any but the 
© man who dies for thee ? — Take 
* this beauty, Sir yet be warned by 
＋ one much older, and more experi- 
* enced in affliction than you are—If 
« her unequalled perfections have en- 
© flaved you, forget them. I charge 

C 6 you 


a 
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vou this hour to tear her from your 
$ heart! x 


Pronouncing theſe words in a reſo- 
Jute tone, he bowed, and reſtored 
me the picture; I placed it in my 
boſom, and firmly waited that tre- 
mendous trial which is formed on 
ſavage principles, and deſervedly de- 
ſpiſed when the paſſions have ſubſided. 


I was well aware that the fatal vic 
tory we had mutually reſolved to 
gain, muſt, in future, give birth to 
remorſe in the mind of the ſurvivor : 
but pufillanimity would have rendered 
me unworthy the friendſhip of this ex- 
alted unknown; and ſo ſtrangely was 
my heart attached to him, that death 
from his hand would be in my opi- 


nion leſs painful than life with the 
loſs ol his eſteem, 


2 


we 
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My antagoniſt had, at my requeſt, 
left the apartment we were in, to en- 
quire for ſome kind of arms. He 
returned without effecting his pur. 


| poſe: the unwealthful habitation of 


our hoſt needed no military proweſs 
to defend it; for over his little all, 
did quiet Wann {pets ker fable 
wing. 


Diſappointed, yet highly raging, 
the ſtranger offered me his ſword, on 
condition that I ſheuld reſtore him 
the picture. | 


© You have tee moch generoſity 
© to refuſe my prayer. You are un- 
© armed, I cannot fight you; but 
give me that gem! Let me, in 


4 dying, call it mine! Pierce this 
21 heart ſo tenacious of its right! 
I When it has ceaſed to beat, her 


f irre ſi ſt- 
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6 irrefiſtible beauties may. be your's— 

© But tell her !—Oh ! tell her, in her 
© fondeſt moments, that my ſoul flew 
out bearing her image to. eternal 
* bliſs !? 


Never had my heart ſuſtained ſuch 
a moment of ſoftened anguiſh. Tear- 
ing open his boſom, this too power» 
ful opponent kneeled, and offered me 
his ſword. ' Pity, mixed with my 


ſtronger feelings, I lamented the laws 


of honour which obliged me never to 
refign the gift he ſued for; andy 
while I made him underſtand me on 
this cruel point, I raifed his compatf- 
fion, for he ſeemed well ac quand 
with, mental conflict. 8 


= Comb with me; my unfortunate 
“friend, (ſaid I, offering him my 
Fo hand) come with me to my home; 
| h «© we 
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"66-7 we may there find an explanation 
& of this myſtery ;* you ſhall, you 


* muſt be ein, that T have 
* never e you.“ 


6 will go!—(repliced he with 
wild impat ience) Conjecture is the 


child of Uncertainty ; the man who 


yields to it is ſometimes heedleſſly 


4 
© undone. I will go with you; I 
© 


fear you not; it is not in the power 
of the world now to deprive me of 
c any thing worthy my eſteem, What 


. gives vou bn x od has ended 


6. mine.“ 
4 | FF 


I vain I ſtrove to remove thoſe 
opinions kindled : by jealbuſy in the 
boſom of this man; deaf as the ſtorm 
to the traveller, he beat down my de- 
fenſive plea, and imperjouſly - com- 
manded me to guide him to my 
friends, 
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friends, if I had any—1 obeyed this 
brave but deſperate ſtranger ; who, in 
the moment of paſſion truſted himſelf 
to me, he deemed his rival, and who 
might, from the confidence ſo lately 
repoſed in him, prove a foe.—The 
Fiſherman heard our loud altercation, 
but intruded not; we threw open the 
door in haſte to depart, and met him 
weeping with his trembling Lydia. 


/ 


© Suffer me to direct you to the 
top of the mountain,” (ſaid he to 
his impaſſioned guelt,) though 1 fear 
© you are returning to perfidy and 
* to death; why will you not purſue 
« your firſt purpoſe of going to the 
< Duke ?— May heaven protect you! 


* 


Peace, old man Am I not pur- 
© ſuing an object dearer than the life 
thou haſt preſerved ?? „ 
| 1 ſecretly 
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I T ſecretly flipped a purſe into the 
hand of Lydia, whoſe eyes were full 
of that ſoftened: ſentiment fo amiable 
in the ſex, and ſo powerful with man- 
kind. 


We departed, in company with her 


honeſt father. My horſe (whom [1 
had forgot) was feeding heartily on 
the brow of the hill. My long ab- 
ſence made him impatient and hun- 
gry; he had broke his bridle, and 
hunger, not gratitude, detained him 
near the ſpot where he was left by a 
thoughtleſs maſter. Here the Fiſher- 
man took leave of us, and returned to 
his cabin and his children. 


That gloomy ſilence which hangs 


on two objects deeply intereſted, when 


neither can collect language equal to 
his feelings, prevailed with me and 
my 
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my companion from the moment we 
left the Fiſherman till we arrived at 
the gate of my Guardian, Emily re- 


ceived us with reſtrained aſtoniſhment, 


the habit of the ſtranger made an 
_ apology neceſſary. He did apologize, 
and with ſuch a grace as convinced 


us he thought ornament wanting more 


for our ſakes than his own. To 
* you, the utmoſt reſpect ſhould be 
ever paid: fer me, wretched ap- 
„ pearances, Madam, ſuit well.” 


He did not know how far the ſoul 


of Emily ſoared above the gaudy 
ſeemings ef the world. Compliments, 


the frivolity of which the good ſenſe 


of Emily ſoon annihilated, were at 
an end, when my Guardian and Ro- 
derique entered. I introduced my 
unknown gentleman as well as J could, 
and a very ipcoherent- introduction I 
6 | made 
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made of it. My Guardian looked at 
the ſtranger with ſurpriſe. Roderique 
rudely ſurveyed him with contempt, 
and the new gueſt ſternly returned his 
ill-timed gaze. Turning away with 
manly indifference from the ſuperci- 
lious Roderique, he frankly ad- 
drefled himſelf to the former; You 
c ſeem agitated, Sir, I beg you will 
« compoſe yourſelf; I will not long 
obtrude ; my buſineſs ſhall be brief, 
© I feel myſelf injured ; this young 
gentleman defies me: I came here to 
« claim your juſtice, but, in the pre- 
ſence of this lady, dare not ſeize 
the moment of reparation.” 


Q 


* 


N 


Emily,“ ſaid her father, may I 
requeſt you to retire?ꝰ 


© 1 eds no 1 n confeſs, 
| replied Roderique, * why the com- 
| c pany 
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-pany ſhould ſeparate—but, on ſe- 
cond thought, I believe it may be 


© as well, for this gentleman (walk- 


© ing round, as if he meant to inſpire 


him with difidence) can have little 


© buſineſs with the ladies,” 
The other only returged— 


Vour conceptions, Sir, are of 


* little importance to a man who de- 


67 ſpiſes trifles. 


Roderique tried to hum a lively 
air; Emily retired in a manner that 
convinced me ſhe gladly left the ſpot 
where pointed ill-manners n the 
unfortunate. 


< You' talk of injuries, Sir, ſaid 
my Guardian, if T have ever wong- 


© ed 2 * claim revenge.” 
Vor. I — "MM 
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It is not you who are my object. 
© am led here to ſubmit to your arbi- 
« tration, Juſtice in you will diſſipate 
© my ideas of revenge; but, by hea- 
< ven, I will not depart till that gen- 
© tleman reſtores the gem I have too 
© long loſt?? 


a4 


F | 
© That gentleman, Sir, is no rob- 


© ber! I will anſwer for his honour, 
© and you wound mine when you 
doubt him; his heart muſt not be 
© ſtruck at till mine has ceaſed to 


C * beat.” 


Command him, Sir, to reſtore 
the picture now nenaled in his 
© boſom! 


© In vain; (replied my Guardian 
© {uriouſly) the picture can never find 


« a more noble boſom; it is his right, 
5 5 his 


I | 
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his higheſt privilege, I gave it him 
« ſixteen years ago as a pledge 

© A pledge Is it poſſible A 
* pledge of what, Sir, did ſhe con- 
« deſcend ?—But—I am not myſelf! 
she never gave it you! it is falſe- 
* hood deſerving damnation, and you 
* wrong her, Sir,—This moment 
* command him, if you have any in- 
© fluence, to reſign that picture, or 
© the richeſt ſtream that revels near 
* my heart ſhall be waſted on your 
pavement -A pledge -A pledge! 
Where am 12—“ 


Here the voice of the ſtranger 
faultered. I remained in ſilent and 
awful obſer vation Even Roderique 
ſeemed ſtruck with reverence. 


L 2 Tes, 
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Ves, faid my Guardian—*I avow, 
© and will for ever repeat, that no 
© man can have a dearer claim to the 
« teſemblance of that unfortunate 
beauty; it is her pledge of love, of 
© pure unſullied love! | 


Silence -I will hear no more! — 
© Leave unended-your tale of infamy 
< —Poltroons of your caſt were meant 
© to curſe the fame of helpleſs woman 
« .—Slander her if you dare, Sir; 
© Come, we will parley when we 
meet again—Draw, Sir, and bid 
© your boy aſſiſt you—I would wil- 
„ lingly try both.“ 


No, Sir, (replied my Guardian 
with a ſerenity that gave an heavenly 
luſtre to his features) we are not af- 
© ſaſſins. I alone will encounter you. 
Henry, (turning to me as he was 
. follow- 
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following the enraged” ſtranger to- 
wards the door) I have but: one re- 
- queſt to make, though this may be 
my laſt hour, protect my child; I 
am confident you will never be 
* daſtard enough to reſign the picture 
of your Motu,” 


© His MoTtyzr!' (turning haſtily 
back) — My Henry—My ſon !— 
My dear Henry, exclaimed the un- 
known. 


In a moment my Guardian was 
obliged to give way. I felt myſelf in 
the arms of my Father, and we toge- 
ther ſank ſpeechleſs on the floor. 


The tranſports - of filial love were 
new; new images opened on my mind 
as. I held the object I had ſo long 
Rs in my ſtrong embrace. 

L 3 «© Why. 
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« Why, Sir,” (ſaid I tomy Guardian 
haſtily) * did you give me this 
6 picture, and charge me to preſerve 
« it, without informing me it was 
<& the reſemblance of my Mother?“ 


Ahl my dear Henry,” replied he, 
with a figh, © the .clue that has led 
© you to the knowledge of your Father 
© 1s yet in the hand of wayward for- 
tune, and may break before you are 
< compleatly bleſt.“ 


© Impoſlible, Sir! Heaven de- 
«« Ggned me as an inſtrument to pro- 
© mote his felicity. Oh, Sir! had 
« you ſeen him loſt to comfort; had 
Fl you found him fo very wretched, 

* you would have ated as I have 
done, and truſted. the event to 
„ Heaven“ 


< I need 
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© I need not inform you, Sir,” ſaid 


my Father to my Guardian, who I 
"am; you never till this hour per- 


* 


N 


ſonally knew me; but you have 
protected my child; may Gods 
from his ſtore of bleſſing, pour 
your rewards! TI am powerleſs, and 
can only offer you the language of 
a heart melted by your benevolence, 
and waiting from you its future 


peace—Whereis my Wife? Anſwer 


me that one queſtion, and do with 
me as you pleaſe. Life, without 
her, is of no value. 

Could I give you that ſatisfaction, 
Sir,” replied my Guardian, believe 


me I would not linger in the tale : 
your Wife, I have heard, muſt 


tread the paths of ſociety no 
more. Where ſhe is immured, 
I cannot inform you. On the 
| L4 . * ſecond 
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c 


"mm <a © 


ſecond of April, which, I believe, 
according to the letter I received 
from the Duke, was about a weck 
before you and your tutor were com- 


mitted to cloſe confinement, this 


youth, then an infant, was placed 
beneath my care. Not having ac- 
commodations ſuited to ſo tender : 
babe, my wife being dead, and my 
children receiving different educa- 
tions a diſtance from. me, I ref: ign- 
ed him to the care of one of my 
tenants. The man was nobly honeſt, 
the woman ſimple and uncorrupted. 
With them he grew; the miniature 
which has cauſed ſo much alterca- 
tion, was ſent me by the Duke of 
B * * * * —1 hung it round the 


neck of Henry; and not daring 
to reveal the ſecret of his birth, 
only charged him to preſerve it 


even at the expence of life. How 
| well 


— 
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* 


well he has obeyed my injunction 
you can determine.“ 


* 


/ 


J will not arraign the mercy: of 
© Heaven,” ſaid my father; my ſon 
is reſtored. Who ſhall ſet bounds 
to everlaſting beneficence? May 
© I. not yet behold her! May not 
© ſome dark. unfathomable event 
© throw the long-loved beauty into - 
6 my faithful arms! How the ima- 
c ginary phantom dances. to my ten- 
der wiſhes !—but—I. muſt be re 
ſigned.“ 


K 


, 
K 


During this feene of unaffected joy, 
we had forgot Roderique Nature 
had left no vacuum in our ſouls, and 
affection had cloſed every avenue, 
through which a mere object of po- 

lite civility could enter on our re- 
collection. Whilſt our glowing ſens 

Ls 4 timents- 
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timents were thus undergoing a mu- 
tual interchange, Roderique had fat 
himſelf down to write, like one who 
was intent on taking minutes of ſome 
extraordinary occurrence. And ſuch 
the reader will, ere long, perceive 
was the employment of that gentle- 
man at this intereſting eclairciſſement. 


T had ever-prized myſelf on being 
an adept in ſerutinizing the human 
heart, and never did my vanity ſo- 
falſely ſupport itſelf as now. I af- 
feed to be wonderfully penetrating, 
when 1 told Roderique, as he ſmiled 
at my Father, with a kind of triumph, 
that the generoſity of his mind ſhone 
ſtrongly in his features. Roderique 
haſtily ſqueezing the paper, on which 
he had wrote, thruſt it into his pocket, 
and advanced towards us. I never, 
till now, had given him credit for 

3 1255 goodneſs 
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goodneſs of heart; and was pleaſed 
in preſenting him to my Father as 
an accompliſhed nobleman, whom we 
ranked in the number of our friends. 


We had ated. inadvertently, but 
there was no recalling the paſt mo- 
ment, and we ſuffered in the ſequel 
for our imbecility. 


g Sureiy there are ſeaſons of ſweet de- 
lirium, when the ſoul feels herſelf un- 
uſually enlarged and bountiful. Then, 
if ever, we reſemble « our Creator ; we 
would eagerly diſpenſe delight as we 
unexpectedly receive it; while fancy 
increaſes the rapture by throwing 
agreeable tints on every object around 
us. My over-flowing heart was im- 
merged in new. born tranſport ; and 
my reader will not wonder that Ro- 
derique Nr through a pleaſing, 
2 6 medium 


| 
i 
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medium Had I not lately found a 


Father? ſhame on the man, (ſaid I 


to myſelf) who ſuſpects a friend, and 
has not candour to reveal his ſenti- 
ments. What harmony would ani- 
mate the world were mortals ſincere ! 
Thus I arraigned my rectitude, for 
having beheld Roderique with paſt 
diſlike. I was at this moment ſo 
very generous as to aſcribe that diſlike 
to my love for Emily, and reſolved in 
future to be more juſt in reſtraining my 
deſires and expanding my friendſhip; 4 
nor did Roderique, in my opinion, 


retain his wonted manner; his haevr 


was changed to obſequiouſneſs: © 1 
became ſubdued by his attention, and 
was faſtened to his will ; in a, word, < 
we were friends, 


My. Father, though evidently, pi- 
ning after good unpoſſeſſed „was grate- 
ful to the kind civilities of my Guar- 

dian, 
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dian, whoſe every effort was meant 
to pleaſe. In hunting, angling and 
rural diverſion we ſtrove to leflen the 
weight of care; but fate had laden 
my Father too heavily! my, friend 
Roderique too ſeemed lately to have 
taken up his ſhare of buſineſs I never 
could tempt him from his employ, 
which was continually writing and 
receiving letters. I was therefore al- 
lowed ſufficient leiſure .to arrange 
my plans of future happineſs.. I 
had but one; and reſolved the firſt 
opportunity to aſk my Father's. con- 
ſent that I might marry Emily. Vet 
I had not endeavoured to engroſs the 
affections of that lovely object; I even 
fometimes avoided her, leſt ſhe ſhould 
obſerve the auguiſh of my ſoul, pity, 
and ſecretly love me under inauſpi- 
cious influences, Heavens! what 
| would 
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would I not have reſigned for the 
knowledge of this one truth! 


Thou wilt find, my gentle reader, 
I am very inconfiſtent ; but we are 
all ſo; love and virtue claſhing in 
thy mind, will make thee feel with 
me. | ö 


Fes, I wiſhed Emily's affection to 
keep pace with mine. I wiſhed her 
to taſte that pure, though viſionary 
bliſs of loving, without the dull cer- 
tainty of poſſeſſing; of voluntarily 
yielding, with the choice of being 
free; of keeping the reins of her 
conduct in her own hands, without 
being affaulted by the wild paſſions 
of a man, who, at times, could not an- 
fwer for himſelf. 


Such waz the great paſſion with 


which I longed to fill the heart of 
„ Emily; 
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Emily; for this reaſon I reſolved 
privately to gain the ſanction of her 
Father and mine, and to watch the 
dawning of her gentle wiſhes. _ 

To aid this little plan, and throw 
wider my view of happineſs, Ro- 
derique one day informed me he 
ſhould ſoon depart.— I know not 
why, but my heart fluttered ſtrange- 
ly at this information.— 


6 Are you not unwilling,” ſaid I, 
& to leave ſo fine a country, Is 
e here no object whoſe charms are 
6 powerful enough to detain you?“ 


What ap awkwardneſs there was 


in this e every word of 16 
fiimply dec ares. 


5 None more powerful than your 
a 9 replied Roderique, * in your 
© converſation, 
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© converſation. I have learned the 
© leflons of honour, of truth, and 
© of filial affeCtion : aceept my heart; 
© and call me for ever your's. 


Still I panted for an avowal of 
Roderique's ſentiments reſpecting 
Emily. I had no right to accuſe or 
complain I. had beheld a treaſure 
without attempting to. ſecure it, and 
his privilege was fair as mine. [ 
continued muſing, as I ſpoke, on 
the inſenſible vivacity of Roderique, 
who was ſo ſoon to leave us; like a 
ſhadow we muſt behold no more. 


« My Guardian will regret your 
& abſence—even Emily—the charm- 
« ing Emily—” (an ill-timed figh 
ee n her name ung my lips) 

«© —perhaps may mourn.” 


Emily 
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Emily is lovely,“ replied Ro- 
derique with wonderful careleſſneſs, 
but I leave her to you—purſue, 

poſſeſs, be happy, and grow old in 
all ſhe is capable of communicating. 
For me, my dear friend, other 
© pleaſures wait, I will return to 
my former ſcene of gaiety, I will re- 
member you and Emily, and I will 
« flatter myſelf with the idea of not 
© being always a ſtranger to your me- 
* mory.' 


Selfiſh as I was, Roderique reliev. 
ed me from the excruciating pangs 
of jealouſy. In return I made him 
warm proteſtations of laſting regard. 
| Feeble was my judgmentF and of- 

ficious in ſelf-deception, when I fan- 
cied this man capable of diſtntereſted 
friendſhip. Yet, had Emily never exiſt- 

ed, 
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ed, Roderique might have been leſi 
abandoned. 


Our converſation was prolonged 
from the park gate,. where it began, 
to the door of my Guardian's man- 
fion; in the window of which we 
eſpied the charming maid leaning 
on her hand. She had ſtudioully 
avoided company for ſome days ; 
had feldom left her own apartment, 
and her father informed us ſhe com- 
plained of an oppreſſion near her 
heart.— I will invite her to ride 
with me,” faid this indulgent man, 
© in hopes of diſſipating a melancholy 
I can Not account for.” 


He accordingly accompanied her 
over the adjacent plains; I implored 
the angel of health to reſlore her na- 

tive 
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tive chearfulneſs, and retired to my 
ſtudy. 


had taken up the Orations, ſaid 
to have been delivered by the divine 
Plato, to his diſciples on the pro- 
montory of Sunium, and had read 
a few pages, when 1 was diſturbed 
by a gentle rap at my door—it was. 
my Father who entered ; he ſaluted 
me affectionately, and began a con- 
verſation with a ſerious air, 


© The obſcurity of this peaceful 

© ſpot, my dear ſon, ſuits my miſera- 
ble fortunes ; but how long may 
I with honour continue under the 
kind protection of your Guardian, 
whoſe life and property may be 
endangered by his. hoſpitality to 
me? While I ama wanderer and 
free from. chains, Louis trembles 
fon 
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* 


for his crown. I am his twin-bro. 
© ther, was born with him in the 
© ſame hour, conſequently have been 
a ſtate priſoner through life, and 
© am now an exile. I ſeek not the 
diadem of France; my heart is not 
ſo heated by ambition, as by civil 
commotion, to ſhed the blood of 
thouſands; nor would I wiſh you to 
be know through the realm as the 
6 nephew of the King,'— 


* 


My blood ſeemed to make a full 
pauſe at this declaration; but it pauſ- 
ed only to reviſit my heart with tre- 
ble force. 


„ What !—my noble Father! are 
00 you content to creep round the 
6 world a victim to perſecution, and 
6 an alien to ſociety?ꝰ— 


„Content 
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Content is with your Mother; if 
© find her, the dominions of nature 
„will be mine.“ f 


« May the Almighty power in re- 
6 ſtoring her to you, give me the 
«© bleſſing I have never known! But 
« do not expect to hear me whiſtle 
« after the plough, or die undiſ- 
«© tinguiſhed amidſt the peaceful 
« pleaſures of theſe woodlands.—Bid 
me go and ſeek my Mother ! Bid 
«* me ruſh into the path of glory; 
J may learn her deſtiny—I may 
« ſoften yours, I may ſnatch ſome 
4 jaurels from the hand of war—at 
* leaſt my life will not glide away 
« without leaving a proof of my exiſ- 
<-tence on the annals of fame.” — 


Hle anſwered,—* Fame has afflic- 
© tion for her favourite“ ſhe ſets him 
6 up; | 
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% up; he veers with her blaſt, and 
riots in her tranſient charms. Soon, 
much too ſoon, her minion falls 
from her fineſt height. Envy re- 
ceives him in her ſnaky boſom; he 
looks up, and owns with regret that 
no ſummit was ever gained on 
| © which man can permanently reſt.” 


* 


a K «„ «„ 4 


«© But my. honour, Sir, will oblige 
c me at leaſt to leave this ſcene; at 
once inactive, inglorious, and dan- 
5 gerous to you, to my Guardian, to 
< me, and to ——” | 


Here my conſcious heart arreſted 
my tongue before it wildly pronounc- 
ed the name of her I loved; for 
however cold I might appear to be; 
I too, certainly, at ſome moments 
feared for Emily and myſelf. Be- 


ſides, did not a ſuffering Father ſtand 
. . before 
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before me, whoſe wrongs I was im- 
patient to redreſs?—He did, and my 
whole ſoul became expanded with the 
grandeur of her own ideas. 


My father calmly replied - Your 
« obſervations are juſt, my ſon ; for 
© your ſecret conſolation preſerve 
© your honour and your virtue, and 
© barter not either for public fame. 
© Fame can never repay you. I am 
* ſcrious—lf quitting this retreat will 
* ſecure your rectitude, you ſhall with 
me immediately depart.” 

During this ſpeech, I felt the 
power of my father darting to the 
inmoſt receſſes of my troubled mind. 


He continued—* Emily has in- 
: formed me LE a 
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4 I ſtarted, Why are you agitat- 
© ed? why do you turn pale? Be 
© ſeated, my worthy Henry,” politely 
drawing a chair, this generous fu- 
gitive .proceeded: _ 

*''Yeſterday you lamented the de- 
© je&tion. of Emily; you were ſur- 
< prized at her avoiding the preſence 
of yourſelf and Roderique ; you 
© know not the cauſe, nor do I; the 
© motives of thoſe who are all inno- 
* cence and delicacy may not be im- 

© pertinently ſcrutinized ; but ſhe is 
© not t RapRV. 


_ God forbid, Sir !—who makes 
ce her otherwiſe ? I will not tamely 
ee pray inform me. 


My Father ſmiled ; and, interrupt- 
ing me, ſaid, * I find you are no cul- 
« prit, 
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prit, Henry, you hourly give me 
© new proofs of exalted © purity, 


Emily has informed me, that ſhe 


c wiſhes to cut ſhort this viſit to her 


Father, and requeſts me to uſe my 


© influence with him, that ſhe may, 
in three days, 'depart: © In my con- 
vent, ſaid the charming girl, I 
© ſhall: find the peace I have loſt, 
Here I have met with. inſolence; 
but ſhould I reveal the name of him 
5. who has offended me, his life would 
© be the expiation; or my dear, my 
© valuable Father might fall in the 


«. conteſt ! I therefore intreat you to 


* forward my depacture from. a ſpot 


© where my boſom ſuffers from more 


cauſes than one. 


My Father, towards the concluſion- 
of this ſpeech, eyed me with fixed 
regard, while the mantling blood 
aroſe from my heart and ſpread an 


Vol. I. M. honeſt 


* 
of 1 —— Wrhr agar c=y hin 
— — — 
— — — — — — — 


1 
1 
4 
di : 
: - 
= 7 
5 
: 
- 
3 
- 
# $ 
F : 
1 
- 
G . 
. 
: 
: 8 
7 f 
4 
4 
11 1 
& - 
4 
3 
© 
7 
0 


he „„ 


242 TRE, ROYAL (CAPTIVES. 


honeſt anger over my viſage; par- 
ticles of fire ſeemed to fy Where 
ME. 7 FDD by: 

# COMET IORD 2119 Þ) 

1 only. articulated, « — ſhall L 
6e do, Sir! What would you do ? 
5 ene e e e 

Wir ufo 1 he honed 
from me, and walked filently to the 
window, while my agitation: became 
extreme. Willingly would I have 
fallen at his feet, and poured out 
the ſentiments of my ſoul; I had 
not the power by irreſiſtible re ver- 
_ i Ry "_— ſeat. 


My Picked; ſtill gazing: W the 
window, in a muſing attitude, and 
without turning to look at me, ſaid, 
in a low voice, Would you! defitoy 
6 _ Net of . A 

| „ le, 


. 
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&« Me, Sir !—I deſtroy the peace 
« of Emily! O, thou Almighty 
% Power! who haſt formed me to 

« thy will, be thou her ſtrong de- 
te fender!“ e d > 


Endeavouring to calm my perturb- 
ed ſpirit, I ſtood ſilent; my Father, 
at length, approaching me with quick- 
pals ſaid, affectionately, Henry! 
My dear Henry ! Why will you 
in vain diſtreſs me? I aſk not your 
confidence, becauſe you appear re- 
* ſolved: that I never ſhall fhare it; 
but, is it impoſſible for us to meet 
on equal terms? I promiſe to ad- 
* viſe, not reſtrain you; and will loſe 
the name of Father in that of Friend 

; . wy to enn Emily!“ 


r his; dia to my lips, I ex- 
claimed, Yes, my Father, I ſee 
"20 M 2 4 too 
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“too plainly you dare not truſt your 
6 ſon; you will not permit me to 
„ be the guardian of that gentle 
% maid; and yet, Sir, her Father 
once told me, that, to my honour, 
« he could confide his child.” 
ditt ; 

I could truſt her with your Honour, 
but not with your AFFECTION.” 
This was a ſtroke I was not aware 
of. I fell before him, breathed my 
guiltleſs paſſion in fervent language; 
and aſſured him I had never influenced 
the mind of 1 by an avowal of 
my love, 


dy Father was pleaſed ; he ſtrove 
to bring me back to tranquillity; yet, 


whilſt he talked, of reaſon, of pru- 


dence, and of proud philoſophy, his 
eyes were full of tears. I hoped to 


. 6 | profit F 
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profit by the tenderneſs of the mo- 
ment; I drew back his memory to 
the image of my Mother. He was 
diſturbed; his boſom heaved; and 1 
exulted in the idea of having con- 
quered his objections. To whom 
could I plead with more hope of ſuc- 
ceſs ?—Had not my Father known the 
joys and the ſorrows of unconquerable 
love ? | 


He was ſilent for ſome moments. 
I felt relieved in having unburthened 
myſelf to him, and ſaw no reaſon he 
could - oppoſe to my union, yet he 
appealed to my principles. 


Lou love Emily ?? 

ce J do, Sir; nor can I blame my- 
4 ſelf for adoring an object that in- 
4 ſpires me with virtues, Yes, my 
Aj; 1 7 e Father? - 
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> 


Father ! ſhe hangs upon my me- 
mory, and Vice can offer no temp. 
tation where her image. is ſeen. I 
am ennobled by love, and will not 


fink Gn of we _ s per- 


n 


F You /fee before you, my dear 


Henry, in your unfortunate Father, 


& 


{ 


„ 


an example of ſelfiſh and ungene- 
rous paſhon,” 


| 6 CVonimwnjite Sir fon”? 


” : "2 >» * # -_ o 
Fs | * 1 & 1 


Tou muſt not interrupt me: un- 


« generous and unjuſt: I ſtudied my 


4 
* 
c 
6 


own happineſs, without conſidering 
the miſeries I was preparing for 
another. I timely felt my arm too 


feeble to ward off the ſhafts my fate 


6 


was preparing for an innocent ob- 


n yet, like you, I loved; purſued 


that 
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5 that love; won a valuable heart to 
my ſentiments, and wedded it only to 
© anguiſh : need I ſay that your deſtiny 
© is/ equaHy uncertain d What can 
you do for Emily? How will you 
© ſhield her from the ſtorm. now im- 
pending over your head and mine? 
© Will you not rather render her 
© wretched, by alluring her from a 
fond Father, who deems her his. 
* richeſt bleſſing; and who, without 
© her, may ſink uncomfortleſs into: 
the vale of time ?—But, far be it 
* from me to aggravate our mutual. 
© woes—lIf Emily loves you, brave 
c all future accidents, and lead her to 
the altar.“ " / 


My Father waited my reply -I had 
none to make; the eſſential part was 
wanting. I was a ſtranger to the ſen- 
timents of Emily.-He wiſhed me 

M 4 \. ſelfo 
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ſelf-compoſure; and left to my judg- 
ment the picture of his experience 
faithfully delineated. How warmly 
had I painted the hours in perſpective! 
My colouring was too high. | 
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